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HE Editor of this little volume thinks it neceſſary 

to inform the Reader, that the preſent publica- 
tion conſiſts of ſeveral poetical contributions of a So- 
ciety of friends, of whom the greater number viſited 
weekly, upon a fixed day, at'a VILLA within a ſmall 
diſtance of the city of Bath. 


Here it was imagined, as an additional ſource of 
- amuſement, to naturalize a little Gallic Inſtitution, 
which has been productive of much wit and pleaſantry 
to that light and ſprightly nation. Words were given 
out that rhymed to each other, by the French called 
| Bouts Rimtes, (to be filled up in metre) for the follow- 
ing Friday; to which was afterwards added, a Subje#? at 
large, for thoſe who ſhould prefer unſhackled numbers. 

A 2 The 


1 

The candid Reader will pleaſe to recollect, whilſt 
he turns over theſe pages, that they were frequently 
the production of a few days, —moſt of them of as 
many hours: That they originated amidſt the hurry 
of plays, balls, public breakfaſts, and concerts, and all 
the diſſipations of a full Bath Seaſon—alike unfriendly 
to Contemplation and the Muſes :—That their authors 
did not foreſee their appearance under their preſent 
form, and had for the moſt part little leiſure to im- 
prove or to correct them. 


In regard to the Bouts R imẽes, the Editor wiſhes the 
Reader (if he has not already made the experiment) 
te cover over any one of theſe little pieces to the 
rhyming ends ; and when be has filled it up to hi- 
own fatisfaRtion, he may then be allowed a competent 
judge of the merit and difficulty of this ſpecies of 


 'The Editor does not apprehend private confidence 
younded in the preſent publication, as the greater 


part 


(») 
part of theſe poems were acknowledged by their Au- 
thors in numerous aſſemblies, and with their approba- 
tion copied and diſperſed through every quarter of 
England. Many of the beſt of them have ſuffered 
conſiderably by a negligent or faulty tranſeription. 
Such are here reſtored from their originals ; and not 
a few have made their appearance to which careleſſneſs 
thors were ſo capable of giving them. Thuſe it has 
been our endeavour to ſuppreſs. 


Should politeneſs to the Inftitution and Inftitutreſs 
be found to occupy too large a portion of theſe ſheets, 
the Editor muſt reſt his juſtification upon the excluſion 
of many elegant and ingenious little pieces, (from 2 
mere motive of delicacy) that would have done equal 
honour to the authors, as to the perſon and ſubje& of 


No partiality to ſubjects or perſons has directed our 
choice in the preſent ſelection: Such preferenee would 
A3 b have 


[WJ 
have been as inconſiſtent with that degree of cordiality 
and good Vill to each other, originating from the like 
liberal purſuits and intercourſe amongſt its members, 
as with the preſent ſucceſs of our inſtitution, which 
fill ſubſiſts. 


Should the novelty of this publication ſo far excite 


curioſity as to encourage a confiderable demand for 


theſe Poems, the Charitable and Humane will with 
pleaſure reflect, that any little profit ariſing from its 
fale (the reaſonable expences of printing, &c. firſt 
defrayed) is deſtined to the aſſiſtance of one of the 
moſt deſerving and importunate Charitable Eftabliſh- 
ments * with which this country is acquainted. 


Happy, 


The Paurzz-Schzu is a Charity of ſome years eſtabliſhment, 
endowed, however, with no fund but ſuch as ariſes from caſual an- 
nual ſubſcriptions, or from the benefactions of the company who oc- 
cakonally reſort to this place. It was inſtituted for the benefit and 
relief of poor labourers, and other indigent perſons, who are afflicted 


with diſcaſes, or have met with accidents, and are too far diſtant from 


their own parochial habitations, or who have no ſettlement from 
| hick 
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( wi ) 
Critics, ſhould we ſucceed in making our innocent and 
liberal Amuſements in any degree tributary to the great 


work of CHARITY. 


VN. B. The Vaſe, and Sprigs of Bay or Myrtle, fre- 
quently alluded to in the following Poems, are not em- 
blematical, but real : Of the former of which, there is a 
tolerable repreſentation in the Frontiſpiece, with its de- 
corations of Laurel Branches, &c. upon its preſent mo- 
dern altar. This Vaſe was found by a labouring man in 


| ; 1769 at Freſcati, near the ſpot where is ſuppoſed for- 

| merly to have ſtood the Tuſculanum of Cicero, and by 

| its workmanſhip ſeems not unworthy of ſuch an owner. 
It is at preſent the receptacle of all the contending 

1 which they can either expect or hope for any affiftance. It is com- 

ö puted, upon an average, that advice and medicines are yearly admi- 
niſtered, gratis, to twelve hundred patients, and upwards, who (with- 
out ſuch a reſource as this) muſt inevitably periſh in the public ſtreets, 


An eſtabliſhment of ſuch univerſal benevolence, has, nevertheleſs, 
lately languiſhed and fallen off, and there'ore now calls for univerſal 
protection. | 


A4 


( vii ) 


| perticat morks which every other Thurſday (farmerly | 


Friday) are drawn out of it indifcriminately, and read 
aloud by the Gentlemen preſent, each in his turn. 


and prizes aſſigned to three out of the whole that ap- 
pear to be the moſt deſerving, Their authors are then, 
| and not before, called for, who feldom fail to be an- 
munen either by themſelves, or, if abſent, by their 
friends : Then the prize poems are read a ſecond time 
to the company, each by its author, if preſent, if not, 


dy other Gentlemen, and wreaths of Myrtle prefented 
publicly by the Inflitutreſs to each ſucceſsful writer. = 
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Had to my mute it is, I muſt 
In fix fix d 
| Why did I mix with Wits? who muſt 


— 


Bouts Rimees. 


Hon. Mr. PH——P$, 


aught witty to 


And cruſh my follies, which their ſenſe 
Thus the poor mole, who riſes into 
Dies when he meets the ſun's refulgent 


3 


by *- 


(2) 

W. C— cn, Ey. 
IN a beautiful woman, you all muſt 
There is ſomething more charming than words 


can expreſs; 
But if me this ſame beauty ſhould chance to deteſt, 
No fright upon earth has ſuch power to moleſt: 


Of her taſte and her judgment I then ſhould 
think light, 
And I would be reveng'd on her charms—if I might, 


— — — 
Nel. 
ENIGMA“. Mrs. M—ii—s. 
CRUSH'D by oppreflion's weight, thou ſhalt confeſs, 
The woes I feel my fury can't expreſs; 
Straggling and choak'd, how can I but deteſt 
The tyrant's gripe, who would my foul moleſt: 


* An explanation of the Enigmaz is ſubjvined to the work. 


E'en 


_ confeſs, 


« 0 e 


„ee a 


| — Rimees. 


On Mi 5 M—N—LL, 


Read in her eyes her gentle 
But, O! beware the fatal 


Her eyes have wond'rous power to 


As thoſe who gaze too quickly 
Then will you ſeck the ſhades of 


To higher joys Ill ne'er 


Than to her voice to tune my 


* CHLOE. 


M—q—ss of C-M—R—N, 
WHEN every virtue which adorns the 
Unite, and add new force to beauty's 
Hard were the taſk, a worthy bard to 
To ing the chains thy happy captive 
' Mortals in vain to lays divine 


heart 
dart, 
find, 
bind. 
aſpire, 


When heav'n is ſung, Phœbus muſt tune the lyre. 


| To an ABSENT FRIEND. 


Miſs EI —-xX -x. 


ACCEPT theſe lays, the dictates of a 
Who felt thy parting like the keeneſt 
© May friendſh Ip pure our ſouls for ever 
l thou no ſorrow, no afflidtion, 


az 


May bleſſings wait thee at the daun of 


In gayer moments tune th' harmonic i lyre! 


Whilſt the queen on her throne orders all 


And the bee when he hums, ſting his Queen 


(3-3 

May angels guard thee thro? the vale of —night;] 
light; 
To all that's great and good may ſt thou aſpires 


— eee mon 


Bouts Rimees. . 


As the bee tolls for honey, the bard toils for fame, 


in her name; 
On Mount Hybla each Friday to ſwarm, and 
there 8 ſtrive 


The drones, their grave judges, of gall to deprive. 
But the ſweeteſt of honey an acid may prove, 
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(6) 
3 = G. P— rr, E- 
© APOLLO of late, in defence of hi: fame, 
ConvoE'd to his temple each muſe by her name; 
I Your Bathea/ton Rival let's haſte to deprive 
| Of their talents, he cry'd, ere for conqueſt 
they 1 ſtrive; 
Should Parnaſſus with Ida combine, they may prove 
Wane is frag, when thus aided by love. 


Ackos ric, By the ſame. 


MISTAKEN man] to court an empty name; 
I n toil and carnage lies the road to fame 
| Let others, midit the thorns of glory 


1 ſtrive; 
Y + Let them the ſoul of its firſt joys deprive : 
n blis, be thine theſe joys to prove,— 


By the ſame. 
A DAMSEL's hard by, as fair as her fame, 
(She hears, and would bluſh did I utter her name) 


— 


While each ſwain of his heart ſhe is ſure to deprive. 
Grant me to this rule an exception to prove, 
Ere I die at her feet, may ſhe pity, and = love. 


No, II. 


ENIGMA. Sir C—s S—p—vy, Bart. 


I'm a little black gentleman, ladies, of fame, 
Not handſome, but civil, if call'd by my name; 


To play lily with me you moſt artfully ſtrive, : 
For my ſake of cotillons your partners deprive ; 
Take me in, if you can, for faithful I'll = prove, -. 
Turn me up, and Til rival the king in your lose. 
G. P— Tr, 4 


(8) 

G. P- rr, Eq. 
WHO, ing ſentiment for love of 

Can ficel his heart to dignify his 
Can 'gainft the gentle tide of paſſion 
And of its choiceft bliſs his ſoul 
May he the wrath of lighted Venus 
The &ire pangs of unſucceſsful 


— — 


Bouts Rimees. 

L AU R A. 

| Josr are the praiſes given your calm retreat ; 
Bleſt ſcenes! (here Genius” native offering meet) 
That grace ſoft Avon's filver — below, 
ds by your verſe inſpir'd, more folly flow; 
. you, all pleafing, thrv' the early day, 
Sweetly encharm, are innocently 


Truft not the eye, but watch my riſing . 
Tho” long conceal'd among the young and gay, 


* 


almoſt ſtifled at the ball and „ 


My ſoothing breath mall make the lo fing. 
And to his ardent vows the fair-one brings 
+ ah 4 
| b | 4 : | | * 
Vor. I. | 


1 10 
Bouts Rimees. 
ACROST IC. 
Munk weather and dirt, with each 
foot in a pattin, 
1 with pleaſure would walk, tho' 1 
out in my ſattin, 
L ike a high- pamper d cit, to regale on an oglio:— 
L et me have good eating, —give ſtudents 
* — * 
E ngag'd, a repalt ſo delicious to feaſt on, 
R Han ra I'd pay my devoirs at Batheaſton. 


— — — 


Her Gr—e the Df f N—1—2—v. 
Tax pen, which I now take and brandiſh, 
Has long hain uſeleſs in my ſtandiſh, 
Know, ev'ry maid, from her in pattio, 
To her who ſhines in gloſſy 


( 
That could they now prepare an 
From deft receipt of beak in 
Ever ſo fine, for all their 
I ſhould prefer a butter'd 
A muffin, Jove himſelf might 
If eat with Miller at 
Hap t but firength à fword to 
I'd call him out who wrote down 
I ride in coach, ſo need no 
Ta alſo ſometimes dreſs d in 
| The epicures may write a 
In commendation of an 
And may, perhaps, extol a 
Yet I to each prefer a 
But what is it we do not 
When we aſſemble : 
32 


Provided they've compos d an 
Moſt are in luck, tis not a 
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Or een ſo much as think on 


Tbe wit abounding at 


— Uoet 
hes 5 : | 
\ - k = * 9 
"4 od 


(12) 


A WEEK before all hands do 
Pens, pencils, paper, ink, and 
Yho! acne adhlnd is a 

But all, if dreſi d in filk and 


From fright can't eat a bit of 


Who would not go two miles to 


— 
Bouts Rimées. 
Lord Viſc. 1—.——. 


Waun pn.. 


( 23 ) 

In crowds on the green ſee the villagers g * * 
For a garland contend in their innocent play: 
But taught, my dear girl, by the birds as they fing, 
What ſofter enjoyments the ſeaſon can bring, 
We'll ſhun the loud tumult, and ſteal to the grove, 
Where the prize ſhall be beauty, the ſport 

ſhall be _ love. 


Par Mon. du TENS. 
La Belle Afſſemblie an Chateau de „ 5 


Dans {jour agreable, 
Sous les auſpices de Climene, 
Chacua tacke de fe remive aimadle, 
Et conte avec ardeur ſes peines. 


C'eſt ici que nous voyons renaitre, 
Le temps des jeux et des ris, E 
| B 3 Fe 
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63 
Et Climene en en faifant parvitre, 


| Nous denne 3 chacun de Lefprit. 


: By the ſame. 
I Amour jouant an Piguet avec Giycire. 
To Mrs. Mites. 


Av piquet avec ma Glycere 
L'amour joiioit un jour aux baiſers, et perdit; 
Il paye, et met ſon arc, ſes fleches, ma bergere 
Le fait capot et gagne ; Amour plein de depit 

Riſque les effets de ſa mere, 

Ses Colombes, ſes tourtereaux 

Son attelage de moineaux, 

Et fa ceinture ſeduiſante; 


Perd tout cela, de ſa bouche charmante 


e e 


enn 


653 
I joue Enſuite Te corath, _ 
Lulbatre de ſon front, I'tmail 
De fon tein de lis et de roſes, 
La foſſette de ſon menton 243 
Et mille autres beautẽs nouvellement ecloſes. 
Le jeu $'echauſle, et le petit fripon 
Sans reſſource, et tout en furie, 


Contre mes yeux, va le tant, il serie 
Glycère gagne et Varhour conſternẽ 


Se leve aveugle et ruin. 
Amour ! de l'inſenſible eſt-ce donc IA! '? 


Helas, pour moi quel funeſte prẽſage 


Receipt to make @ Bouts Rimes, 
G. P- rr, E,. 


Tzxx of jeſt and of humour, an ounce at à time, 


Mix the flowers of fancy, and timcture of rhyine ; 


B 4 To 


(16) 
To ſome ſmart repartees, add the eſſence of bays, 
With the ſugar of ſenſe, juſt to ſweeten your lays; 
Then quick lively ideas throw in at your pleaſure, 
Of the ſpirit of wit add ſome drops at your leiſure. 


a 
” . . 


SAYS my Muſe, now this time 
Shew your talent for rhyme, 
Then conceive with what pleaſure 

| ve employ'd all my | leiſure, 
To receive from her fair hand the bays, | 


— = = . | — .— — | 


And poor garret poets get dinners by 


(7 ) 
My time ſhall be wholly devoted to Ro” 
Tu be gay while I'm young, and repent at my leiſure. 


No. IV, — . SY: . =: 3 
E N IG M A 

| TRACE my paige fm ay | a 

Confin'd, ie cod rhymes, 


N 21 lays, 1 
You becalt my Weed pleaſure, | 


No. V, i 
ENIGMA. Mrs. M—LiL—-s f 


en 


Evykn brilliant, ever charming, I defy the 
power of time 
To deprive me of adorers, tho' oft I'm pur- 
chas'd by a 8 rhyme 
$ 
: Ta 


. 


6335 
7 my glowing beauties, poets would 
reſign the = 


E — Court and fam, fill tonnnding, fng my 


praiſe in various 

Midnight ball, nor opera, glitt'ring, without 
# me afford no 

Yet joylels paſs his anxious moments, who 


to me devotes his 


Ont bey ey fight, good Father 
Whilft I petition thee in 

ls ne for ance = cnn of. 
Ei there's an end of all my 
Without reward, who'd toil with = 
Tixiz ciobly anfwer'd, « Drones, at 


d; 


lays: 


pleaſure; 


leiſure. 


. * 
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And never Joubted but the 
| Muſt crown the merit of their 
When Judgment, with exulting pleaſure, 


Wass I grudge not my time, 


And ſet off for Batheaſton, with four nimble bays: 
8e I hope ſhe'll accept of my viſit with pleaſure, 


(19) 


A GROUP of wits upen 
Aſſembled, each to ſhew their 


Laugh'd at fix lines, from fix days 


Mrs. L—n—cur. 


And wiſh I could fay all I think in good rhyme, | 
I roſe very early, for fear of de- | lays, 


And return me the compliment, when at her leiſure. | 


| Ir, to devote my life and 


Reward me with a ſmile at 


6 20 ) 


*Tis in vain, my good friend, quoth A- 


pollo to Time, 
That you ſharpen your ſcythe gainſt us deal- 
ers in rhyme; 


Still green on our foreheads ſhall flouriſh our bays, 
Whilſt Miller encourage us, and our lays. 
Ever more at Batheaſton we'll revel i in pleaſure, 


While you _w dull weapon may whet at your heifers, 


} o 


To ſing your praiſe in every 
If, to deſire no other 

Than your approving of my 
Can give my fair a NETS Y 


* 


"yr 44 


Wel e e 8; 


I deſire for themſelves they'll provide at their leiſure. 


r r 


Marcia has a fowy 


Ox the road to Batheafton I overtook Time, 
And wiſh'd him much joy on his wedding with rhyme; 
For thoſe on his nuptials who ſung the beſt lays. 
Is it ſo, quoth the ſage, if in matching they've pleaſure, 


— * Wn WY 


Bouts Rimees. 
On Miſs P—TT. By Mrs. R—s. 


Marcia ſmiles, her heart's at 
Marcia's fair, amongſt the 
Marcia is the Muſe's 
Marcia's ſweet as blooming 
Marcia's bright as ſummer's 
Marcia thinks not of 
Marcia thinks of joy and laughter, 
„ ö ENIGMA. 


T 2 JJ : 


* 
ENIGMA. E—p D--x, ©h. 


Amas ace hadene leck's up ia tercced; 

But I rumbled, and tumbled, and gave hernoreſt; 

« Juſt ready to burſt, the delicate fair 

Seem'd vaitly oppreſt with cholic and & care: 

Then ſhe'd fidget about, in hopes that ſhe may 

Give me vent in a corner, and let me ſee day. 

But I'm not what I ſeem —ſo, ladies, hereafter, 

I hope, when you know me, twill occaſion 
fome laughter, 


* 


Y oUR beauty fuch havock has made in my breaſt, 
Since Friday I ha'n't had a moment of reſt: 
The Graces, and Loves, when they made 


you ſo fair, 
For the eaſe of us, mortals, forgot all their care: 
5 DE _ 


Ya 


( 23 ) 


| At the VILLA you ſhone, like the queen of | 
Like a ſtar in the night, or the ſun at noon day; 
Then let your poor bard be rewarded hereafter 
With a ſmile, and he's paid, fully paid, by 

your laughter. 


+ 


— 


1 Tur ſight of dear Silvia has robb'd me of reſt; 
So gentle, ſo charming, ſo lovely, her breaſt; 
I could feaſt on her ſmiles and her dimples all day, 
She is ſweeter by far than the flowers in May: 
Than the Goddeſs of Love more blooming = 

— — 


She ſtill doth enchant me, in ſpite af my care; 3 
I try all I can to divert her with laughter, 


In hopes ſhe'll reward me with bliſſes hereafter. 


_ 


(44) 


Vr wriers for nofegas, ye young, and ye fi, 
Accept my advice, and of envy take care; 
Ie's a weed that will poiſon, and rob you of reſt, 
It will ſpoil your complexion, and trouble 1 

your breaſt; 

It makes you ſay things, that you muſt ſee hereafter, 
In a more ſerious light, tho they now afford laughter: 
Yout theme might as well have been Flow- 

( „ May, 

For you bark d, without biting, the laſt gala day. 


| ME, 
Bouts Rimees. 


M—e—ss * C -M- -x. 


Pucnus. . cad, from Delphos too hi fight, 
To find a ſeat that could his tate &« delight: 
But 


( 25 ) 
You'll ay, perhaps, was ſome ſequeſter's bose, 
Where this bright God diſplay'd his artleſs power : 
But, no—in other ſcenes his numbers glow— 
Thine chief, BATHEASTON, whence thoſe 
numbers flow. 


By the ſame. 


To Avon's banks the muſe once took her flight, 
Neo longer finding town afford delight, 
When on a riſing ground ſhe ſpied a dower, 
Where Wit and Beauty ſhare each other's power; 
To grace thoſe numbers which from beauty flow. 


Tis droll to obſerve, with what whimſical flight 
Each fancy's Inſpit d for the muſe's 
Ver. I. WW | | Love, 


light; 


( 26 ) 
Love, marriage, and ghoſts, have all enter'd 
wo 
And every invention * ſhewn its full 


For fame ev'ry heart in this circle muſt 


But, ye wits, and ye judges, on me let it 


ä el 


From Bath to Eaſton haſte your 
Prepare for ſcenes of ſweet | 
MiLlLzs, to pleaſe, exerts her 
And aſks you to her charming 


Where Nature joins, in concert 
With Taft, to make the place 
May joy and mirth there ever 

As long as Avon's ftreams ſhall 


Braga yy 
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N ot 


Las week my poor heart took a ſudden alarm, 


All the joy that men know is in changing their, ſtate, 


( 27 ) 


Bouts Rimees. 


From a fair one, poſſeſs'd of full many a charm ; 
But a fairer than ſhe has fince happen'd to 
In my way, as I danc'd at Cornellys' laſt 
And yet a fill fairer appear'd on the 

The others I lov'd, but for this I've a 


And blindly believe that their folly's their fate. 


No. VII. 


ENIGMA. Mr. M—1—s. 


Tur breaſt of a goddeſs I once did alarm ; 
With my beauty and voice ſhe fear'd I ſhould charm 8 
Her ſlumbering ſwain, —ſo determin'd my fall, 
And diminiſh'd my figure ;—yet I at a ball 

C 2 Am 


( 28 ) 
Am briſk, nimble, and airy—ſometimes on the ſtage, 
I've ſtartled the heroes, augmenting their | rage; 
Tae the Grand Turk were preſent, unaw'd 


by his Nate, : 


On his Fatima's lips I'd again tempt my fate. 


— 


EN1G M A. 


I Ma thing which too often occaſions alarm, 
But if known when I'm ſeen I more frequently charm ; 


To a buſh I flick faſt, ſor fear of a fall; 
At midnight I'm bright as a beau at a ball : 


My brethren and I could enlighten the ſtage, 


Allowing full ſcope for the actors to rage; 
Of my kindred you'll find ſome in every ſtate, 
Who in gloom, or in ſplendor, ſubmit to their fate. 
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* 
. 


Wh critic ſmiles the trembling bard — 


And belles have ſatire ambuſh'd in each charm, 
I can no more expect to ſcape a fall, 
Than if the boards were butter'd at the ball : 
Or if I ſhould attempt Batheaſton's 


With ſmiling prologue, or with tragic rage, 


Yawns would pronounce my comic-power's fate, 


And fiifled ſmiles deſtroy my tragic tate 


— 


To the Gentlemen who are to determine the Merit 
of the Verſes at Batheaſton Villa. | 


Dip you know, firs, what fears my poor 


| boſom alarm, 
How ambitious I am that my verſes may charm; 
C 3 How 


(3) 
How 1 puzzled my brains to get in the word fall, 

For I thought on nought elſe all laſt night at 

>. ball ) 

Then rummag'd and ſearch'd all the plays on 

For ſome furious idea to tally with 


© 8 ©2644 OE IO BY 


You ſurely would pity my ſorrowful ſtate, 

And a ſweet ſprig of myrtle would ſettle my 1 
ES 

The Author bumbly deſires the Reader will be ſo good 2 ; 


| to begin at the laſt Line. 
No. IX. 


ENIGMA be Koo 


| HAVE often been heard to ſound an alarm; 5 
When firſt I'm beheld, I moſt certai nly charm ; j 


I'm ſurely deſtroy'd if ever! fall; 
Few people without me e'er go to a ball. 
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) 
Tho' my motions are good, I'm not fit for the ſtage z 
Many times do I ftrike,—but never in rage z 
Many thouſands are offer d to perfect my ſtate; 
To fail round the world has long been my fate. 


( 3! 


— 


Aldreſ#d to C. Ar v, Eſq; from Batheaſton Villa. 


Occaſioned by his elegant STANZAS, which appeared 
in the Bath Journal of the 7th of March. 


8 


J. M- II-, E;, 


GUARDIAN of genius, and of truth, 


Protector of aſpiring youth, 


Still condeſcend to be : 
Oh! ftill approve our artleſs ſtrains, 


Our rural ſhades, and claſſic themes, 


(nm) 
Thy muſe in vain would reſt conceal'd, 
Oy Songs —— — 


et, 
Full well, I ween, thy ſacred wand, 


That Angel's ſpear is in thy — 


Which falſehood can't endure. 


ET 


+ Avon, no more thy Shakeſpeare grieve, 

His favourite ſon, from Cam receive, 
Thy triumphs to prolong : 

Again we hear his long-loſt notes, 

Their found re-echoed ſweetly floats 
Thy verdant banks along, 


* Ithuricl. Vide Milton's Paradiſe Loſt, Book iv. I. $10. 


+ Shakeſpeare was born at Stratford upon Avon. 


t The river Cam. Mr. A— y was born in Cambridgeſhire, and 
educated at the Univerſity of Cambridge. 
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( 33 ) 
Forſaken Cam thy fate we mourn, 
Thy faireſt flower unkindly torn, = 
To grace proud Avon's ſhore: 
Thy Naids lament, with plaintive fighs, 
Diſhevel'd hair, and ſtreaming eyes, 


Since A—TY's thine no more. 


Sweet bard ! who can thy fame rehearſe ? 
Thy blameleſs manners, or thy verſe ? 
Above all pride and praiſe ! 


Thy ſportive muſe, for ever new, 


Some zrackleſs path doth ftill purſue, 


And ſtill our wonder raiſe. 


SUBJECTS 


( 34 } 


SUBJECTS GIVEN. | - 
The Power of Love. ST=Ly, Eſp 


TrII me, ye fair ones, tell me, pray, 
What man was e'er,ſo ſtupid 


As to deny th' extenſive ſway, 
And wond'rous power, of Cupid ? 


Tis Love that looſes Scandal's tongue, 
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And ſets old hags a prating . 0 
Love flutters round the convent wall, 
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The haughty Tyrant, fear'd by all, 
Though herce as Kalmuk Tartar, 
Will ſtoop upon his bended knee, 


To tie a damſel's garter. | : 
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Arbe Trojan Chief, (if Fame ſays true] 


11 


Who fear'd not blood or thunder, 


| When in the cave he met the Queen, 


To Dido's charms knock'd under, 


Tue fierce Achilles, of whoſe feats 


Old Homer makes a pother, 
When from the tent his girl they took, 
He cry'd, and told his mother. 


The charms of Omphale appear'd 
To Hercules ſo winning, 

The hero's club was thrown aſide 
T' aſſiſt the Queen in ſpinning. 


Een Jove himſelf, whom Gods adore, 
That Lord of the Creation, 

Has oft times deign'd with mortal maids 
To ſteal a fly flirtation, 


(3) 
| Was dabling in the water, 
King David caft his eyes that way, 

And in the action caught her: 


Then thus the Prince, in plaintive mood, 
Beſpoke the good Uriah, 
Love triumphs o'er the mighty king 
| Who flew the great Goliah, 


Though hard and bold as Charles the Swede, 
And though like Broughton bony, 
Love makes us all as meek and tame 
As gentle Macaroni. 


3 


ä | — — 
The POWER of MUSIC. 
Oxzenevs, one day, having nicely compar'd 
The fwweets and the ſorrows of life, = 


1 Down 


4 
7 
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Down to the manſions of Pluto deſcended, 
And beg d he'd reſtore him his wife. 


Though Pluto was ſtruck with ſilent amaze, 
| And flar'd at fo ſtrange a demand, 
Yet without much intreaty he granted his pray'r, 
And deliver'd her into his hand. 


Orpheus immediately ſtruck up his lyre, 


With joy and with gratitude fir'd ; 


The ſpectres around gave ear to his lays, 


Whilſt he ſung what the muſes inſpir'd, 


Grim Pluto was charm'd, and ſwore by the Styx, 


Himſelf to the bard thus addreſſing, 
© That ſhort-ſighted mortals often implore 
« A curſe inſtead of a bleſfing, 


0 oa 1 


(3) 
J Once more then Ill take your Eurydice back, 


4 
In reward for your playing ſo well, 
Ind free you for ever from petticoat ſway, 
* Such charms has your muſic in hell.” 
— — | 
. 
Wrru bow unſtrung, and arrows broke, 
Young Cupid to his mother ran, 
And tears faſt guſhing as he ſpoke, 
He thus his ſad complaint began: = 
* Ah! where is now that boaſted pow'r, 


„Which kings and heroes once confeſs'd? 
«] try my arrows o'er and o'er, 

« But find they cannot reach the breaſt. 1 
« Ice | 


e r 


1 


I ſeek the rooms, the play, the ball, 


« Where beauty ſpreads her brighteſt charts : 
<« But loſt in crowds, my arrows fall, 
«. And pleaſure ſcorns my feeble arms. 


« Yet real pleaſure is not there, 
The phantom ſtill eludes their aim; 
« In diſſipation's careleſs air 
« They ſeek her charms, — but ſeck in vain. 


Here pride eſſays my dart to throw, 

<« But from her hand they ne er can harm, 
« For ſtill ſhe turns aſide the blow 

Not beauty's ſelf with pride can charm. 


* Coquetry here, with roving eyes, b 
Quick darts a thouſand arrows round; © 
« She thinks to conquer by ſurprize, EE 


„ But, ah! thoſe arrows never wound. 


Here 


» 


(4) 
« Here cunning boaſts to guide their courſe, 


„Wich cautious aim, and fly deſign ; 
« But ſtill ſhe checks her native force, 
ꝶ6ĩv. han, dec hammers, | 


Here affectation taints the ſmile, 
« Which elſe had darted love around; 
« The charms of art can ne'er beguile, — 
« But where ſhall nature's charms be found ? 


& While theſe their various arts eſſay, 
« And vainly ſtrive to gain the heart, 


15 Good-ſenſe diſdainful turns away, | 

!!. . 
And reaſon lens my pointleſs u. ; 
Vet they to Love were once ally'd,— 
« For Love could every joy diſpenſe ; f 


„ Sweet Pleaſure ſmil'd by Virtue's fide, 
« And Love was pair'd with Innocence.“ 


Fair 
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3 
Fair Venus elaſp d her darling child, 


And gently ſooth'd his anxious breaſt :— 


« Reſume thy darts, ſhe faid, and ſmil'd, 
« Thy wrongs ſhall quickly be redreſs'd. 


« With artleſs bluſh, and gentle mien, 

* With charms, unknowing art or care, 
« With all the Graces in her train, 

« The lovely ANA * ſhall appear. 


« Go then, my boy, to earth again, 


«© Once more aſſume deſpotic pow'r : 


And Senſe and Reaſon muſt adore.” 


* Mis A. MYR III. 
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Bouts 


(42) 
Bouts Rimees. 
Invocation on the Death of Mr. HANDEL. 


Cons, ſweet Muſzus, (angels weep thy ſtay) 
Join kindred ftrains, and bend this bliſsful way; 
Come, ſweet Muſzus, aid our pure deſign ; 


Thy heavenly tributes due, proud earth, reſign. 
When proſtrate ſaints thy ſongs, enraptur'd, tender, | 
When burning ſeraphs loud hoſannas render, : 
Th angelic hoſt ſhall feel new joys abound, | 
Huſh their own harps, and ſhout, © let his reſound.“ i 


No. X. 


ENIGMA. ##6+ A- -x, Ef. 


In dancing, from time ſhould you happen to ſtray, . 
Attend to my voice, and you'll ſoon find the way: 


To 


( 43 ) 


To inſpire mirch and joy is my greateſt deſign, 
. ſometimes to ſorrow, my pow'rs I reſign. 
My perſon is ſmall, and my frame is but tender, 
Yet my neck to men's hands I freely ſur- render; 
And with talents ſo rare does my nature abound, 
That in places moſt ſacred I ſometimes reſound. 


A NEW BALLAD. 
To the Tune of Nancy Dawſon. 
YE belles, ye deaux, ye wits, and all, 
From concert, cotillon, and ball, 
Come, ä with me, attend the call 
Of Miller, at Batheaſton. 


No roof on earth with her's can vie 
For mirth, and eaſy pleaſantry; 
Come, feaſt your ear, and pleaſe your eye, 
With Miller, at Batheaſton. 
| D 2 5 Amelia's 


( 44 ) 
Amelia's riſing charms you'll fee, 
And hear the notes of S—, A—, B—, 
Rehears'd in ſweeteſt melody 
By Miller, at Batheaſton. 


Sweet Pitt, and Meynell, lovely pair 


And Johnſton, too, will ſure be there; 


Selected all with greateſt care 
By Miller, at Batheafton. 


Old Tully's vaſe you there will find, 

Replete with verſe of every kind, 

To form a wreath, the brow to bind 
Of Miller, at Batheaflon, = 


| Haſte, haſte then all, to celebrate, 
With jocund mirth and joy elate, 
The eaſy pomp and happy ftate 

Of Miller, at Batheafton. 
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Pale Envy, keep thou far away, 
In town thou'lt find ſufficient prey; 
Nor near the feſtive bower ſtray 

Of Miller, at Batheaſton. 
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But hither, pr'ythee hither flee, 

Ye Muſes nine, and Graces three, 

And follow, follow, follow me 
To Miller, at Batheaſton. 


Bouts Rimees. 

6 Wiaem 
Warn my lot i in life i is fix d by chance, 
Far be it mov d from N prying 5 glance ; 
Where I may wander free each rifing morn, - 

adorn 


When = dew-drops Nature's charms 
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646) 
Near to the covert of ſome woody mill, 


Whoſe fide is water'd by a purling — 
There, as I ftray, ſome pleaſing ſubject chuſe, 
And in ſweet ſolitude invoke a muse. 


ll 


— 


SUBJECT. FASHION. 
LEES Remi —N, 


From Faſhion's ſons, whoſe minds are 


form'd on chance, 
| Whoſe lives are but a whim, and thought a glance, 
Far thence remov'd, let me, each riſing morn, 
The Faſhions watch that Nature's ** adorn; 
Bend o'er the landſcape from ſome —_——— hill, 


Or deep i in ſhady woods admire hs ill: 
Thus, by Love's magic 12 would I chuſe, 


To court nligics, ſcience, and the 


SUBJECT. 


muſe. 
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Weaving gay chaplets on the green, 


( 47 ) 
SUBJECT. The Month of April. 
C. w. Brus, Eſq. 


Com, April, month of various kinds, 
With N ſun, and Winter's winds, 
Whoſe varied clime, and lengthen'd day, 
Blend ſhow'ry March with blooming May ; 
Capricious month ! who oft can ſhew ; 

A vi'let in a ded of ſnow, 

Mourning its waſted ill-plac'd charms, 


Like beauteous youth in age's arms. 


Come,—but preſerve thy ſofter grace, 
And wear thy younger ſpring-time face ; 


| Such as, in mild Arcadian bowers, 


The ſhepherds view thee crown'd with flowers ; 
When many a youthful ſwain is ſeen 


D4 


(48 ) 

To deck the nymph, whoſe laughing eye, 
In dalliance mocks his tender figh ; 
Though pleas'd to fee his conſtant flame, 
Come Spring, come Winter, till the ſame, 


But hide, oh! hide thy brow ſevere, 
Stern remnant of paſt ſeaſons drear ! 
The bleak eaſt wind, the rattling hail, 
That ſweeping down th' affrighted dale, 
Blight the young king-cups in their bed, 
And bruiſe the early cowſlip's head ; 
Whilſt the young ſwallow's eager haſte 
Is check'd by many a wintry blaſt, 
| Who mourns the treach'rous ſmiles of Spring, 
And, drooping, hangs her lifeleſs wing. 


Alas, poor bird! thy ſource of woe 
The giant ſons of reaſon know ; 


\ 


Their 


© 


(- 49 ) 
Their brighteſt proſpeCts as they riſe 
Are clouded o'er like April ſkies : 


And Hope, whoſe ſweetly-tempting ray 
Firſt led them on their vent'rous way, 
Leaves them, dejected and forlorn, 
To loſe the roſe, and graſp the thorn. 
Fate's adverſe ſtorms that gather round, 
Deforming all their faireſt ground, 
Prove the ſad maxim but too true, 
That they, alas ! as well as you, 


- Truſting too far an April ſun, 


Droop, dilappointed and undone. 
Same SubjefF, J. G—cn, EA. 


Capricious April! like the ſmiling fair, 
Blooming with charms, inconſtant as the air, 
| Produces 


( 59 ) 
Produces changes in the youthful heart, 


Too — to take the light and fickle part. 
The tender youth now feels the power of love ; 


Now the coy nymph has Aprit ſhowers to move; 


Capricious Love in various ſhapes appears, 
Al heat and ardour, or all ftorms and tears ; 
The hopeleſs paſſion, Winter long conceal'd, 
Shall, with ſucceſs, * April be reveal'd. 


_ That genial warmth, which has inſpir'd the youth, 


Shall teach the fair one to 2 truth; 

And the ſame ſun which ſoftens female hearts, 
To Nature's WIE boundleſs gifts imparts, 
April unlocks the frozen breaſt of earth, 

And gives the flowers, to deck her boſom, birth ; 


The golden crocus blazons Nature” s Spring, 
With mild gradations does her work begin ; 


6 1 | The 
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( 5: ) 
The white-rob'd ſnow-drop, with retiring grace, 
Like virgin modeſty, conceals her face. 


All vegetation now exerts her power, 


And life and ſtrength receives from every ſhower; 


Progreſſive charms in April daily ſhines, 


But yet Perfection ſhe to May reſigns: 


For ſtill the conteſt *twixt the heat and cold 


Makes burſting plants fo cautiouſly unfold 


Thoſe timid charms, which youth ſhould always boaſt, 


Unkindly dealt with may be ever loſt. 


So gentle April ſhall ſubdue at laſt 
The nipping froſt, and cruel northern blaſt. 


Vet, if the ſages have determin'd right, 
That joys in proſpect give mel delight ; 
That human nature, nn finding reſt, 
Still think the diſtant object always beſt ; 


Sure 


() 


* 


Sure April, n has this peculiar power,. 
Gay Hope attends the ſun-ſhine and the ſhower ; 
Bright Hope in April gilds the length'ning day, 
For April leads old Time to jocund May : 


And April ſhall that pleaſing dream beſtow, 

That whiſpers, Summer ſhall with joy o'erflow :— 
Yet, when indulgent Fancy's dream is o'er, : 
We find that happine!s ſtill flies before. 

Thus April fools begin again the year, 

And . deluſion, though it coſts us dear. 
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SUBJECT. BEAUTY. 
Tord Viſc. P—MiT—N, 
E NCHANTING nymph ! of heav'nly birth 


Celeſtial Beauty] ſent on earth 
To 
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( 33 ) 


To ſooth our teils, our cares, our ſtrife, 


And gild the glooms that ſadden lite : 


And every clime reveres thy throne. 


Whate'er purſuits mankind engage, 
From frolic youth to ſerious age, 


'To thy reſiſtleſs power they bow, 


While Nature prompts the artleſs vow, 


Lur'd by the hopes thy ſmiles can give, 


For thee the Wretch endures to live: 


To gain thy praiſe, his valour's meed, 
For thee the Hero dares to bleed ; | 
Entic'd by thee to happier dreams, 
Audizies dengs bis airy filwanes : 

To purchaſe thee, from caverns deep 
The Miſer brings his treafur'd heap : 


The 


T7 
The Sage, with Reaſon's boaſted arms, 
A-while may combat Beauty's charms ; 
But ſoon a burſting ſigh will prove 
That reaſon never conquer'd love. 


If e er I bow'd before thy ſhrine, 
And hail'd thy power with rites * 
O bleſt Enchantreſs ! deign to tel] 
In what conſiſts thy magic ſpell:— 
Is it an eye, whoſe ſparkling rays 
Eclipſe the di'mond's fainter blaze ? 
A cheek, that ſhames the vernal roſe ? 
A breaſt, that vies with n ſnows? 
A mouth, that ſmiles with matchleſs grace, 
| Like pearls within a ruby caſe? 
A form, like that which once was ſeen 
On Ida, when the Cyprian Queen 
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Muſt ſoon reſign his tott'ring throne, 


© 2 
Diſclos'd her charms to mortal eyes, 


Contending for the golden prize ? — 
Theſe may our warmeſt paſſions fire, 
And kindle every fierce deſire; 

But Love, upheld by theſe alone, | 


And helds a poor precarious ſway, 
The ſhort-liv'd tyrant of a day 


Or e'en to form a nymph complete, 


If all the various charms could meet 


That each divided boſom warm, 


And every throbbing pulſe alarm; 


Wen Johnſton, Meynell, Pitt, advance, 


And Wroughton joins the ſprightly dance, 
And lovely Spencer, mild and fair, 
Comes bluſhing forth with Hebe's air ; 


Yet 


( 56 ) 

Yet theſe were vain, unleſs to theſe 
| Was join'd that ſecret power—to pleaſe ! 
That nameleſs ſomething—undefin'd— 
That ſoft effuſion of the mind 

Which ſweetly ſmiles in every face, 
| To every motion lends a grace ; 
And when their Beauty points a dart, 
Impels, and guides it to the heart. 


In vain the ſtealing hand of Time 
| May pluck the bloſſoms of their prime 
Envy may talk of bloom decay'd, 
How lilies droop, and roſes fade ; 

But Conſtancy's unalter'd truth, 
Regardful of the vows of youth; 
Affection, that recals the paſt, 
And bids the pleaſing influence laſt, 


TW 
Shall gill preſerve the lover's flame, 
In every ſcene of life the ſame : 


And ftill with fond endearment blend 
The wife, the miſtreſs, and the friend. 


Bresr is the man who ſees the coming Spring, 
Its beauties open, and its treaſures bring : 
Who views * gladſome bloom on every tree, 
And, like the ſeaſon, feels his boſom free; 
To him in choiceſt guiſe the ſun and rain 
Shed their alternate 7 on the plain; 
And pleas'd he roams the yet uncertain field, 
Who lets his ſoul to juſt contentment _ yield. 
j vol. I. E SUBJECT. 


( 533 ) 


SUBJECT. The Month of April. 


Rev. Ar. FeNNER. 


COME, thou hardinger of pleaſure, 

Gentle daughter of the 

All thy ſtores in countleſs meaſure, 
Mingling fragrance, with thee 


| Torpid nature now renewing, = 
Laughing, ſhews on every 

How thy breath the clouds purſuing, 
Broke their bonds, and ſet her 


Walt thy gifts in ſouthern ſhowers, | 
Sunſhine now, and genial 

At thy call unnumber'd flowers 
Starting forth, ſhall firew the 
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rain; 


plain. 


Thus 
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(Joy to ſwains, and vigour lending) 


To the gay lawn, or ſoftly-murmuring 
Why would the muſe her votive tribute 
The humble ſhrub, the loftier tow'ring 

Her verſe ſhall ſcorn, in native dalliance 


In Thee we find for praiſe the ampleſt 


( 59 ) 


Thus led on, in ſmiles contending, 
Summer ſees each ftriving held; 


An exuberant harveſt | yield. 


— — 


To Mrs. Mills. 


And ſing Thee miſtreſs of that vocal 
Where wit deſcends, like mild refreſhing 


To Thee the laurel and the bays we 


E 2 Led 


( 6 ) 

Lord Viſc. P—-u—T—N, upon Batbeaſton Villa. 
Hrxk, the fair ſeaſon of returning Spring 
The earlieſt tribute of the year ſhall bring; 
With the firſt honours clothe each ſpreading tree, 
And the pent flowers from earth's cold priſon free. 


Here then, my Muſe, if e'er Elyſian plain 
Can wake thy voice, and prompt th harmonious ſtrain, | 
With rival bards advent'rous take the field, 1 
Nor the bright palm without a conteſt yield, 
* 


Hon. Maſter FiEL DING, ſecond Son to the Earl of | 


DenBicn, eleven Years old. 


Har, blooming Goddeſs | welcome, genial Spring 


Accept the flow'ry chaplet that I bring 
Now rural ſwains recline beneath the tree, | 
From care malignant, and ambition, free. 


- | Now © 


1 
Now lively green adorns the neighb ring 
Moiſten'd by ſhowers of deſcending 
The gay parterre, the garden, and the 


plain, 


field, 


| Sweet fruit, ſweet herbs, and ſweeter flowers yield. 


Los _ DP—M—T—N. To the Spring. 


To bail thy wiſh'd return, delightful 
Behold how fair a train their chaplets 
Blythe as the feather'd ſongſters, warbling 
Who own thy genial power on every 


| Soft as thy zephyr's wings, when balmy 


Have ſcatter'd fragrance o'er the ſmiling 


Oh! ne'er while theſe adorn the grove and 
Shall fair BaTHEASTON to Arcadia 


Spring! 


bring! 


free, 


( 62 ) 
Bouts Rimdes, 


_ The Lover's Invitation on May-Dary, 


By the ſame. 


Wat Nature's warblers fill the trees, | 
And zephyr wakes his gentleſt breeze, } 
Come forth, my Fair, to hail the a 
That uſhers in the ſprightly _ 7 
Let's twine a wreath with vilets 
Sweet emblem of affeCtion nd 


Come forth, my Fair, nor thus employ, | 
In fruitleſs dreams, the hour of 


By the ſame. 


Cows, vernal zephyrs, and with gentle breeze, 
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( 63 ) 
Where birds in rival notes ſalute the trees, 
And chaunt the bleſſings of contented love. 


Let me, my Delia, through life's buſy lay, 
When youth with beauty's aid can ſweetly charm, 

With love adorn the ſummer's live-long day, 
For wint'ry cold muſt ev'ry pow'r diſarm. 


Now heav'n, propitious, ſmiles ſerenely blue, 


Haſte thee, fair Delia, to my longing fight ; 


And when thy ſhepherd ceaſes to be true, 
Oh! wrap my falſchood in eternal night. 


Encreaſing bliſs ſhall every hour employ; 
| Of Delia's charms the echoing vale ſhall riag: 

The neighb'ring ſwains, tho' envious of my joy, 
Wich ceaſeleſs note our mutual loves hall fing. | 


— — 


— 


E 4 SUBJECT. 


( 


64 ) 
SUBJECT. BEAUTY. 


WuansT Maro in lofty heroics delights, 

To fing the great deeds whick ambition excites, 
A theme more exalted inſpires my lay, 

For Beauty invites, and with joy I obey. 
Inſtructed by Cupid, though humble my ſong, 
Undaunted I join the poetical throng ; 

And, pleas'd with the ſubject, attempt to rehearſe 
The charms of my Chloe, in plain artleſs verſe. 


Milder than the ſummer's 


breeze, 
Tender as the budding trees, 
| Blooming as the flow'ry — May, 
Cheerful as the brighteſt day, 
Sweeter than the vi'let 2 blue, 


As the turtle fond and true; 


o 4 1 * u*: q 4 * 
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A flame ſympathetic alone can reveal; 


( 65 ) 


Be thy beauty ever verdant, 
And my paſſion ever ardent. 


But ah ! my dear Chloe, how feeble, how faint, 

Is language, thy various beauties to paint! 

In vain do I ftrive thus, by words, to impart 

The pleaſing ideas impreſs'd on my heart; 

For know, lovel — the ſoft pains that I feel, 


And ſtill may that paſſion, which can't be expreſt, 


For ever remain unimpair'd in thy breaſt, 


Double Bouts Rimees. 


Is ſilken garments, flutt'ring at the breeze, 


The ſprightly Laura beckons to yon | trees ; 
Calls me with her to grace the feſtal day, 


And join in honours to the coming May; 


( 66 ) 
To deck her altar with a ribbon 
The ſacred token of a paſſion 

With her a-while the happy hour 
And raiſe a trophy to the Queen of 


But I no longer feel the genial 

Fall'n are my roſes, wither'd are my 

I know no hope from the returning 

7 Nor beats my boſom for the feſtal 

No garland decks my head with ribbons 
Or anxious damſel doubts my paſfion 
Yet, to the laſt, I will my verſe 

And praiſe the beauty that once gave me 


— ——— 


*o M—LL—, Ei. 


My Laura's fair amongſt the fair, 
Her breath is ſweet as ſouthern 


En 
5 


5 


. 
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Wafted from Arabia's 
And graceful is her air. : 


The artleſs nymph each heart beguiles, 
When playful as the jocund 
She bluſhes like the infant 


May, 
day, 


ö 
Juſt ſoft ning into ſmiles. 
Of heaven's kind gifts ſhe's ſure the choice, 
Her ſpeaking eye is azure | blue: 
She's fair, ſhe's innocent, ſhe's true, 
: And muſic's in her voice. 


' Wouldft thou but kind, my Laura, prove, 
With thee I'd every hour 


In ſome new bliſs, or ſome new joy. 
Thou endleſs ſource of love 


(0-7 


Blown and wither'd in an hour ; 
Tis a tranſient ſunſhine gleam 
Playing on the wanton ftream ; 
Tis a gift that heav'n beſtows, 
Fatal oft to man's repoſe ! 

*Tis a charm, in various kind, 
Binding faſt the willing mind : 
Sparkles bright in MEYNELI's eyes, 
Source of vows and tender ſighs ; 
Gives to ASGYLL power to move 
Each obdurate heart to love; 


Sheds on SPENCER brighteſt day ; 


Gives to JoHNsTONE boundleſs ſway : 


Tis a power that all ſubdues j 
Tis the idol of the muſe ! 


Whrar is Beauty ?—'tis a flower, 


When 


3 


( 69 ) 
When to ſenſe and virtue join'd, 


Tis the boaſt of woman-kind ; 
'Tis, without them, but à name, 


'Tis a bauble, 'tis a dream, 


Tis the ſource of woe and ſhame. 


To Mrs. MilLER. 


Drak Madam ! befriend 
Theſe verſes I ſend, | 
From you a protection they pray; 

My ambition is checkt, 

Should they meet with neglect, 
Or ſhould you prove unkind to my lay. 


The clarion of fame 
Aloud doth proclaim 
The inhabitant fair of BATHEASTON; 


6 And 


(70) 
And the Goddeſſes Nine 
Bow down to your ſhrine, 

And joyous your goodnefs oft feaſt on. 


From lerne's fam'd ſhore 


I am juſt wafted o'er, ' 
Old Lud's town demands my attention ; 

Or bold I'd afpire 

To ftrike Clio's lyre, 


And for you rack my thoughts and invention. 


I'd try to excel 
Each beau and each belle, 
The fam'd SpRIG from your hand to obtain; 
No honour fo bright = 
E'er adorn'd a bold Knight, n 
Or Craeſus' wealth equall'd the gain. — 0 
E In 


: * 


| For Beauty to age nor degree is confin'd. 


Ol the Beauties old Avon's green meadows among, 


— bb to divine. 
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SUBJECT. BEAUTY. 
2 K—n—n, E. 
Cour all ye fair females, of every ſtation, | 


Who a proverb of fame have beſtow'd on the nation, 
Attend to my ditty, to Beauty defign'd, 


Derry down. 


But chief to the praiſe I aſpire in my ſong, 


672) 
That circle ſo favour d, who, pleaſure to ſeek, 
Aſſemble round Miller's fam'd vaſe once a week. 
Derry dn 


From Beauty our richeſt enjoyments all ſpring,— 
The cobler has felt it, and ſo has the king : 

Its effects are the ſame, whether real tis found, 
Or only exiſting on ideal ground. 
Derry dna, 


The ſportſman who eager] y drives o'er the plain, 
The hounds all his muſic, and labour his gain, 


Would find his rough joys want their crown of delight, | 


If Beauty came not with a welcome at night. 


Derry dun. 


The ſoldier, his ſword when for honour he draws, 
His heart beating high in his country's dear cauſe, 


1 


( 73 ) 
Feels pleaſure extatic ; though wounded, he blevids, 
If Beauty ſhould hear, and approve of his deeds: 5 
Derry down, 


And when to his home he returns from the war, 
All cover'd with laurels, and many a ſcar, 
The prize he moſt values on earth, is the ſmile 
Of Beauty, which far overpays all his toil. 
| Derry down. 


The hard-hearted Miſer, whoſe life is his wealth, 
Neglectful alike of fame, quiet, and health, 

Tho? his hand from diſtreſs can a farthing withhold, 
vet Beauty ſhall tip all his fingers with gold. 


Thus Beauty is found o'er the world to preſide, 
The great ſpring of actions, of councils the guide ; 
Vor. I. F The 


© SH 

The madneſs of youth, and the warmth of old age, 
Gives wit to a fool, and makes fools of the ſage. 
Derry dou, 


This blefling, my fair ones, if well underſtood, 
To make you all charming, muſt make you all good 
That maid we'll diſtinguiſh, as firſt of her kind, 
Whoſe beauty is leſs in her face than her mind. 

Derry dn 


„ 


SUBJECT, The Pleaſures of the Chace 


Avrora ſpread her graces o'er the lawn, 5 
And modeſt Twilight ſhun'd th' approaching dawn. 
When, light as air, Diana left her bed, 
A filver creſcent's beams adorn'd her head; 
Her golden locks in waving ringlets hung, 
A well-ftor'd quiver o'er her back was flung ; 
6 


Wit 


With niceſt touch her fingers preſs the bow ; 
In graceful folds her azure veſtments flow. 


Then, ſmiling round,—*< This day purſue the chace, 


And, trembling, ſaw his death approaching near; 


Wit 


1 


Array'd, in chearful haſte ſhe call'd around, 
Her Nymphs, as quick as thought, obey the ſound ; 
With courteous ſpeech each Nymph ſhe then addreſs d, 
Her eyes betoken'd what her tongue expreſs d: 


« And Cla'rton's Down ſhall be th' appointed place.” 
Each Nymph obedient to her office fled— 
Her train, with graceful ſteps, the Goddeſs led. 


Alarm d, up flew in haſte the ſpotted deer, 


Then pours his airy ſoul in winged ſpeed, 

And bounds exulting o'er the turfy mead. 

Some aim the winged dart with ſkilful hand, 

While ſome let looſe the greyhound from his band 3 

| F 2 Then 
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(#) 
Then full and bold the jocund horns reſound ; 
Now down direct the ſun had ſhot his ray, 
When conqueſts crown'd the labours of the day, 


The chace thus o'er, each beauteous Nymph reclin'd 
Around the Goddeſs, who, with accent mild, 
Le Let us, ſays ſhe, refreſh our wearied powers, 

e Not far from hence are many friendly bowers z 
« Of one I kav—Apetle often talks, 
« *Tis that he viſits in his morning walks: 


| She ſpoke—up roſe, attentive all her train, 


The Zephyrs fann'd them as they trod the plain. 


Now, full in view, a graceful Villa roſe, 
Its poliſh'd ſides the neighb'ring oaks encloſe ; 

Below, in circles falls a rough caſcade ; 

A duſty mill adorns the willows' ſhade. 


1 


To This, at length, the blaoming Goddeſs came, 
[avited by its hoſpitable name, 
When, ſtrange to tell; within ſhe met herBaoTHER ; — 
Aſtoniſd'd both, they gar d upon each other: 
When thus Apollo: Joyfully I greet | 
« Your firſt arrival at my fav rite feat ; 


« For you, as well as I, have here a place, 

« My wit beſt proſpers in your modeſt grace. 

« Not e'en at Epheſus your filver ſhrine 

« Receiv'd more honours, nor at Nelpbos mine.” 
The Goddeſs ſmiling, granted bis requeſt, — 

| BaruzasTon VILLA doubly thus was bleſs d, 
By Beauty grac'd, by attic Wit careſs'd. 


F 3 Bzaurv, 


( 78 ) 


Burr, and the PLEASURES of the Caact, 


On, ye Nimrods in green, 
Who delight in the ſcene 
Of fox-hounds and harriers, 


* * 
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And curs, you call tarriers, 
Who o' er ſtiles, gates, and ditches, 
In your tight doe-ixin breeches, 


Endanger your necks for a name: 
Though a hunter, like you, 
Finer ſport I purſue ; 

Hark away, to my hollow, 

To BATHEASTON all follow, 
Beauty there with her Graces, 
The high prize of the Chace is, 


And HARRIOT *, dear HARRIOr, 's my game. 


* Miſe Me. 


( 79 ) 


7he POWERS of IMAGINATION. 


LINES ben ſeeing @ very fine PICTURE, 

1 repreſenting a TEMPEST. 
J. M=-LL—s, EV. 

Tur ſtorm is up, the driving rain 

Sweeps along th affrighted plain; 

Deep thunders roll, the lightnings play, 


And darkneſs veils the face of day; 
The clouds diffoly'd, come pouring down, 


| The hapleſs peaſants ſpeed their light 
Through unknown paths, involy'd in night, 
Nor ſhelter find ;—their friendleſs flocks 
Daſh wildly o'er the hanging rocks, 
Now ſcramble up the tott'ring ſteep, 
Non down the headlong vallies ſweep. 

F 4 Through 


( 8 ) 
Through lab'ring clouds, a ſhooting ray 
Reveals the terrors of the day ; 
| Beats to the ground the ſtubborn oak; 


The tower, the caſtle, form'd for ſtrength, 

To their wild fury yield at length : 
Profirate the aged ruins lie, 

Aloft in air the fragments fly ; 

Dangers abroad, and rage, and ſound, 

And ftench, and horrors, all around. 


Am I deceiv'd, or do I dream? 
Things are not what to me they ſeem ; 
For Phoebus now, wich brighteſt ray, 
Adds ſplendor ta the ſaft ning day: 
Tis brilliant all, ang ſcarce a breeze 
Is heard to whiſper though the trees; 


e 


—— — . — 
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Some way ward power with magic wiles, 
Or Merlin, ſure, my ſenſe beguiles: 


Can Art fair Nature thus deform ? 


Yes, —BAMPFYLDE's pencil gave the Storm ®. 


oc. w. Baur Ir, Ef. 


O'er red, green, and blue, 
I wander, tis true; 
Yet ſweet's my employ 
To give you all joy. 
SU BJ ECT. 


( 82 ) 
SUBJECT. DANCING. 
Afrs. M—1II—. 


Tur Muſs are Ladies fo baſhful and ſhy, 


When I aſkc'd their aſfiſtance, they all cry'd—O fie ! 


Though Helicon rings with our muſic and prattle, 
To a ball we prefer the din of a battle ; 

So making my curt'ſey, I ſoon took my leave 
From a circle fo prudiſh—you all may believe. 
Thus left in the lurch, I implore your compaſſion, 
If I fail n the different faſhion, 

The rife and the progreſs of Jigging, and Prancing, 


From times moſt remote, to French Opera Dancing, 


From Caſtor and Pollux, thoſe twins of renown, 
Aroſe the great dance taught at Lacedzmon ; 


Then 


nd eee 


Wiſe Philoſopher Socrates alſo would know, 


Was danc'd at by princes, prieſts, people, and all. 
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In theſe later days, an old king of France +, 
What bounding, curveting,what neighing, and kicking! 


At this horſe-ball don't wonder—for,without any trope, 


PER | 
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Then a ſon of Achilles, with a barbarous name , 


Taught his ſoldiers to dance—thoſe Cretans of fame. 


From Aſpaſia the Fair, how to well point a toe. 


Pompous nuptials and feaſts —e'en the grave F 1 


To augment the Carouſal, caus'd horſes to dance; 
Sure this fight far ſurpaſs'd a Newmarket meeting. 


Grave Pliny ſays, elephants danc'd on a rope . 


+ Louis he 1 coukrd 2 dance of weil be * 
bited at a Grand Carouſal. 


t Pliny aſſerts this, book the Sth, chap. the 2d.—Alſo Suetonius 
and Seneca, | 


( 8 ) 
But twould take too much time was I to rehearſe | 
The dances of brutes and of trees in my verſe : 
Kid Pies foe ien you if I was to ll | 
Of Francis, of Harry, up to Philip the Bel t, 


What great monarchs have ſtrove in the dance to excel. 
Now ſuffice it to all, that one Thoinot Arbeau, 
To the great joy of France a ſyſtem did ſhew, 


Where all movements and ſteps for the dance are wrote 
down, 

Tis nat many years ſince, as the Opera will own,— 

That Opera, whoſe grandeur exceeds all compare 

There Ol ympus deſcends with the Pleaſures in rear g. 


The author refers to the fable of Orpheus. 
+ Kings of France, all famous for dancing. 


1 In the Opera of Caftor and Pollux (as repreſented on the Pheatre 
in the Palais Royale at Paris) the whole Court of Olympus deſcends 
with the Pleaſures, (repreſented by beautiful young girls,) who forma 
ballette,——Madamoiſelle Guimard is famous in a ballette, called Ar- 
mida ; as is Madamoiſelle Allard in another, called Athletic Sports. 


The two dancers, called Gardel and VeNr's, are the moſt eſteemed in 
Europe, and are rivals in the art. 


See 


" - > we 
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| Sex what heroes and heroines in trĩumpfr advatice, 


Nodding plumes, brilliant diadems, join in the dance; 
See the arts of Armida, combin'd in Guimard, 

In the Athletic games behold vig'rous Allard ; 

For Garde! and Veſiris whole armies divide, 

But I can't on therr merits pretend to decide. 

So adieu, my dear friends, for I've led you a dance 

If you want to know more, I ſhall wiſh you in France. 


No. XII. 


Enigma, and Bouts Rimees. 


E— Dx, Ef 


FThouoH dun a a poſt, I frequently ſhine, 


For the wittieſt things that are wrote now, are mine; 


Though older than Paul's, till pleaſure I give, 
And ſhall be adimir'd as long as I ee; 


5 From 
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From my muſty old corpſe, fair offsprings ll riſe, 
And I now teem with one that will bear off the prize, 


a A RICHER jewel than the gems that ſhine, 
In the rich boſom of Potoſi's —_ 
This V asE contains: Its magic pow'r ſhall give, 
The works of Genius through an age to live 

Bid them to Envy's blaſt ſuperior riſe, 

And earn from MILLER's hand the laurel'd prize, | 


R. S—M—c, Ffq. 
Yt bards again with wonted luſtre 
The Muſe once more, the fav'rite Muſe, is 
This day return'd, muſt pleaſing tranſport 
So MiLLER ſpeaks, and all the Muſes 
At emulation's call new bards ſhall 
And they who beſt deſerve, receive the 
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Fam MiLLER's ſplendid talents fine, 
Like brilliant gems from Indian mine; 
Mines of gems I'd freely give 
Phcebus each morn would envious riſe, 
To ſee me bleſt with ſuch a prize, 
G- Oc E, Eg. 
Ricn muſt each gem in native luſtre ſhine, 
That ripens in the Muſe's ſacred mine; 


To each bright drop the beams of Phœbus 
Creative warmth, and bid the diamond 


Thus "Rs the holy vaſe ſhall genius 
Thus MiLLeR's ſmiles confirm, and dignify the prize. 


YE 


A \ 
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Ys wuncfu! Nine! ferſake the Aoaias grove; 
And, by Apollo's order, hither move; 

Let the three Graces aid the tuneful Nine, 

To twine a garland round fair MIL I EI's ſhrine, 


Venvs, with ſilken reins, ſhall guide her doves 
To Mir LIEx's ſeat attended by the Loves. 
TovLLY himfelf ſhall plead each fair- one's caſe, 
And, as a pledge, has hither ſent this Vaſe. 


A particular Wreath was given to 1uis z—it being 
the Production of 


Miſs **** Burxcess, at ten Years old. 


0 Dmrcer me, Phoebus, how to ſhine, 
And let the Poet's prize be mine. 
So ſhall J grateful offerings give; 
$0 ſhall my name for ever | live. 


To | 


— 
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15 thee ſhall clouds of incenſe riſe, 

I Lean gain bright Mir Es — 
Lr loud ambition in the Senate ſhine, 

Love, and the rural Muſe, in peace, be mine! 
Here, where congenial ſouls united live, 
*Midft all that Tafte and Elegance can give! 
To Phcebus here ſuch incenſe ſhall ariſe, 


That e'en Caſtalia's * ſprings muſt yield the prize. 


* The Muſes uſed to frequent the waters of Caſtalia, as our Britiſh 
Feſtivity. 


SUBJECT, The ſecond Time of opening of the 
Tuſculum Vaſe, at Batbeaſton Villa. 


| 2b. B—-Rr—ss, Eſq. 
H ENCE, each frown, and wrinkled care, 
To your dark abode repair ! 
_ 4 G 


( 90 ) 
Nor treſpaſs on the ſacred rites 


To which fair MiLLER's voice invites. 


| But come each gay, each winning Smile, | 
And Jeſt, which labour can beguile OE 
Complacency, and pleaſing Joy, 

With Mirth that knows not of alloy. 
Hither haſte each gentle ſwain, 

Seek BaTHEASTON's ſhades again; 

Each with his Fair-one in his hand, 
Whoſe eyes no mortal hearts withſtand : 
'Tis MiiLzR bids, the call obey, 


To pleaſure dedicate the day. 


Approach with a reſpectful eye, 
And view the ſacred vaſe on high: 
Ah ! far beyond all vaſes bleſt, 
The firſt of all antiques confeſt ! 


my . 
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Happy, thrice happy, was its doom, 


When, in the envied days of Rome, 


At Tuſculum it grac'd the board, 
And boaſted TULLY for its Lord. 


What mirth convivial then it ſaw ' 
| When thoſe who gave to worlds the law, 


Who honours ſhar'd, almoſt divine, 


Together quaff d the gen'rous wine. 
But honours greater ſtill await, 

Provided by auſpicious fate; 

See, now on Mil lER's board it ſtands, 
And courts a treat from Beauty's hands. 
With emulation fir'd, the Fair 
The choiceſt, — gifts prepare; 
Around it croud the great, the gay, 


The tribute of a verſe to pay: 


(92 ) 


While ſmiling belles, and happy beaux, 


The variegated proſpect cloſe, 


Quick the happy minute ſeize; 
Write with tranſport and with eaſe ; 
Careleſs let your verſes roll ; 

Breathe th' effuſions of the ſoul. 

We want no borrowed aid of art 
Whenever HarDinGE warms the heart; 
Love alone the bard inſpires, 
When his breaſt fair Dur rom fires. 
PITT and DioBvs', lovely pair! 

Claim the poet's choiceſt care 

And others, whom ſurrounding ſighs 
Upbraid with wounds of murd'rous eyes. 


But, alas! my aching fight 
Bears no more th* aſſemblage bright: 


Ye 


1 


F 
&* 
k 


Prote& thy urn, and hear a votary's pray'r : 


( wn) 


Ye belles! my feeble lines forgive, 
Ah ! ſweetly ſmile, and let them live. 
But hold—fond hopes invade my mind, 
Bleſt immortality to find! 

Verſe ſhuns the fate of mortal things, 
While it Worth and Beauty fings ; 


| Ne'er can die the happy lines 


Where fair PRATT unrival'd ſhines ; 


This preſerves the poet's name, 


This inſures an endleſs fame. Ts” 


ho —— * — * — * n 


On the ſame. Mrs. M—II—x. 


AsSiST me, Muſe, to hail this ſacred morn, 
So may the verdant wreath my brows adorn. 


And O! thou hallow'd ſhade , be ever near, 


The ſhade of CI cERRO. 


( 94 :) 
Inſpire theſe rival bards with powers to ſhine 


Sublime in thought, to elevate each line : 

Or teach with eloquence, like thine, to move 
Th' dds breaſt, and ſoften into love. 

And though they ftrive each other to excel, 

May never rancour in their boſoms dwell. 

The ſcowling eye, the ſmother'd laugh, portend 
That ſatire lurks beneath the vale of friend: 
Nor let pale Envy ever enter here, | 
That foe to beauty, ſource of endleſs care. 


Aſſiſt me, Muſe, to hail this ſacred morn, 


So may the verdant wreath my brows adorn. 


Ye Nymphs, who kindly leave Bath's giddy round, 
And ſeek theſe ſhades, to tread poetic ground, 
Whilſt views, modeſty, diſcretion, join, 
And candour from your eyes ſhed rays benign, 


( 95) 
The Graces always near you ſhall appear, 


Oer your ſoft cheeks the roſe ſhall bloom each year; 


Immortal verſe ſhall lend her heav'nly aid, 
Nor time, nor wint'ry blaſts, thoſe charms ſhall fade. 


May each revolving ſun, that gilds the ſkies, 
Still ſee the attic fire of TuLLY rife : 

As the bright Phcenix, ſpringing from the — 
Of her enliven'd aſhes, mounts to fame, 


2 H—p—rT—s, EA. On the ſame. 


SEE, MirIER, on man's various breaſt 
What different nature is impreſt ! 

How diſtant the eccentric flight | 

Of madd'ning fancy's tow'ring height, 
Which oft peryerts by mere exceſs 


To evil, what was meant to bleſs. 


"2, G4 From 


( 96 ) 


From thoſe dull elves, who, though they live, 1 
Scarce their exiſtence can perceive ; ! 
But, kupid as the earth they plough, | 
Still thoughtleſs whiſtle as they go. 


Say, therefore, which ſhould be prefer d? 
Reaſon (if Reaſon's voice be heard) 

Will tell us, neither is the ſtate 

Mark'd out for happineſs by fate : 

That, though all bliſs, as well as woe, 
kuegiention can beflow, 

Too much or little will deftroy, 

Or deaden every ſeed of joy. 

Then, of this dangerous gift, good heaven ! 
To me be ſuch a portion given, 


As may ſuffice for mis'ry near, 
To raiſe the ſympathetic tear; 


TW I 
Or, at a friend's fad tale of woe, 
To teach compaſſion's flame to glow 3 


To paint more bright a ſummer's ſky, 
And gild the moments as they fly : 
Grant me but this, ye powers divine ! 
And peace and happineſs are mine. 


On omitting the ASSEMBLY at BaTHEASTOS 
VILLA on Goop-FaipAr. 


Rev. Mr. Gu. ES. 


IIa Anſwer to an Epigram in the Bath Chronicle, and ſome 
Acroltics in the ſame Style.] | 


Ir 0 want 8 (as Pope 
Once taught) is want of ſenſe,” 

| Regard to decency, I'd hope, 

Gives none but fools offence : 


( 98 ) 

Whoſe ſpleen polite aſſemblies move; 
For which their ill-bred wit, 

Their flimſy, dull acroſtics prove 
Themſelves not quite ſo fit. 


Though bent in Nature's ſpight, to ſhine, 
Their envious rhymes obtruded 

But prove that they at joys repine, 
From which they are excluded. 


Let fuch, retir'd with birds of night, 
Their gloomy fancies feaſt on, 

Nor perſevere to vent their ſpight 
On innocent BATHE ASTOR. 


Their company will ne er be miſs d, 
Unleſs a place to fill 

With Invalids at drowſy Whiſt 

Or Three-penoy Quadrille. 3 

„ eas 


( 99 ) 


SUBJECT, The Minthof MAY. 


All have cull'd the ſweets of * ; 

Teach me, Clio, then to ſay 

Something that is new on May : 

Phoebus ſhoot your mildeſt ray _ 

To bring forth the flowers of May ; 

 Philomela, from the ſpray, 

' Chaunt the pleaſures of the May; 

GoochE's thouſand charms ſurvey, 
She's in life's delightful May. 

Why is Lady Crow-foot orey ? 

She has paſt her Month of May. 

 MeyneLL can her hundreds ſlay, 


Breathing forth the ſweets of May ; 


DxvDEN, Milton, Pope, and Gay, 


( 160 ) 
— ſhe ſang that ſpightful lay, 
When ſhe miſs d her jocund May: 
Zephyrs, blow that waſp away 
From the puileleſs breaft of May. 
Blooming HERE, tell me, pray, 
Is not That the Queen of May ? 
F ragrant as the new-mown hay, 
Call her Goddeſs of the May ; 
With conſcious worth he'll bound away, 
Sweeter and lovelier than May. 
Ye Fair-ones then no longer ſtay, 


Come the blythe, the young, the gay: 
White-rob'd virgins haſte away ; 
Come, ye ſportive lambs, and play; 
Let each fairy, and each fay, | 

Sing a blithſome roundelay : 


Pluck 


2 
2 
7 
1 


« FF 


(101) 
pluck the roſe, without delay, 
Pluck the myrtle, and the bay, 


Weave a flow'ry wreath this day, 
To welcome in this Queen of May. 


SAME SUBJECT. 


 Harpy Month ! to whom belong 
| Chearful dance, and ſportive ſong ; 


Deck'd in gaudy colours gay, 


| Hither come, delightful May 


Hither come, and with thee bring 
Every flower that loves the Spring ; 
Whether in fantaſtic veſt 


Thou delight'ſt to grace our feaſt, 


With mutter'd pray'rs, and tinkling found, 
Haunting the city's buſy round ; 


2 


( 12 ) 


Or teplete with every charm, 

Every Grace, our hearts to warm z 

Of all lovelineſs poſſeſt, 

In SPENCER's “ form thou ſtand'ſt confeſt, 
Adding brightneſs to the day, | 


* 
4 
4 


Hither come, delightful May ! 
And far behind thee bid retire 
The ſullen Winter's gloomy fire, 


The piercing wind, and rattling hail, 
And ſnows that drive before the gale. 
What, though the midnight maſquerade 
At thy approach begins to fade : 


| Though luxury, with envious eye, 
Beholds the pleaſing triumphs nigh, 

And revels wild that ſhun the day, 
When thou appeareſt, die away. 


No Dutcheſi of Devonſhire. 
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( 193 ) 


For ever be their mem'ry loſt ! 


Far greater pleaſures thou canft boaſt : 


Their taſteleſs joys I glad reſign, 


For true delight alone is thine. 


SUBJECT, OaSOCIETY. 


Were my days again to paſs, 
Trickling through the ſandy glaſs ; 
And again to undergo 


Varied ſcenes of joy and woe ; 


Happy now in proſp'rous love, 
Now by ſcorn to madneſs drove ; 
With ambition now along 

Riding through the ſervile throng ; 
Now with kings in ſplendor ſeated, 


Now difgrac'd, undone, and cheated ; 


Tranſient 


( 104 } 
Tranſient rays of viſion vain ; 
Who for theſe would live again ? 


Yet of folly's train bereft, 

Social life has pleaſures left ; 
In mild Virtue's ſoft diſcourſe, 
And in manly Wiſdom's force, 
In the Wife we love and truſt, 
In the Friend that's true and juſt ; | 
In the Son's atchievement keen, 3 
In the Daughter's modeſt mien; 
Such GeorGinaA * as we ſee, | 

Unaffeted ſhines in thee ; 
Theſe to ſocial life remain, 
And for theſe I'd live again. 


® Lady Georgina Spencer, now Dutcheſs of Devonſhire. 
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SUBJECT, 
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SUBJECT, FIRST of MAY. 
Mrs. G v. 


PALE April, with her childiſh eye, 
Alike prepar'd to laugh or cry, 
All unlamented hies away, 


And leaves the world to Love and May. 


Mata comes ! fair Queen of Blooms, 
Scattering round her choice perfumes : 
Lo, ſhe comes ! and leads her train 
With ſongs and dances o'er the plain. 


Cupid there, the wanton boy ! 
With every Grace, and every Joy; 
And roſy Youth, and gay Deſire, 
And Zephyrs, breathing amorous fire; 
vol. I. e 


- 


„ Mortals, mortals, hail the May!“ 


( 166 ) 
See, they frolic,—hark ! they ſay, 


N * 
34 38 
. - * 
= 
©, 
4 ——" 5 
- * . e N 
=— 
£ * 4 
+ = 
+,» 
5 1 
4 n 
| 
” 
. 
þ 2 
[ 
— , 


Time and pleaſures fly too faſt, 
Catch the bleſſings whilſt they laſt ; 
Mata ſoon ſhall quit the plain, 
Winter ſoon reſume his reign. 

Alas! when onee you leave the May, 
All the ſweets of life decay. 


8 
; 
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But ſee ! no more, no more complain, 


HyMEN comes to join our train; 


The God deſcends, —fweet ſounds declare 
The God of heart-felt bliſs is there. 


Hr hail ! celeſtial boy! 
Source of every virtuous joy; 
Life and Love, by heaven's decree, 
Owe their choiceſt charms to thee, 


£1 
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And, by reflection, make them laſt. 


( 197 ) 


Thou, for ſuch thy pow'r divine ! 
Can'ft every earthly bliſs refine ; Key, 


Improve the pleaſures that are paſt, 


SexnceR, DEVON, join the ſong, 
To you theſe rapturous truths belong ; 
Your hearts ſhall feel, your tongues ſhall ſay, 


That henceforth every month is May. 


* 


; Addrije'd to the Right Hon. Lady Georgina Spencer. 


J . M—1II— 3 E. 


Waco, $eexces, lovely raid! 


Welcome to this happy ſhade ; 

For happy ſhade it ſure muſt be, 

When bleſs d with Beauty, bleft with Thee. 
. >. .000 


( 108 ) 
Could I, like TemyLE *, tune my voice, 
(Trurrx, the Muſes” fav'rite choice !) 
With notes as ſweet, thy charms I'd raiſe, 
And fill the world with SpENCERR“'s praiſe. 


SPENCER, no leſs the poet's theme 
Than the fond painter's road to fame : 
Whatever RAPHAEL has expreſs'd, 
* ſtamp'ſt on every breaſt. 
Thou ſt ſtole from Guipo each ſoft grace, 
All that divinity of face | 
Which CARLO gave, does in thee ſhine, = | 
And TIrIAx's glow is cold to thine, 


Oh! bleſt beyond compare, is He, 
The Youth whom Fortune marks for Thee ! 
That Youth t, whoſe merit we confeſs 
Juſt title to all happineſs ; 


Lord Viſcount Pat MIAS TON. 
+ His Grace the Du x of DRVONSHIII. 


( 9g ) 
Which kindly Fate ordains to prove 
In CPENCER'S charms, in SPENCER's love. 


SUBJECT, PAINTING. A Data. 
Mrs. M—LL—s. 


Repur. GENT, thro! the ſhades of night, 
Bright Cynthia roſe, and ſhed her ſilver light 

| Thro' parting clouds, which o'er the duſky glade 
Guided my ſteps to ſeek the peaceful ſhade, 
Where Philomela, on the flowery thorn, 
Prolongs her plaintive ſong till riſing morn ! 
But ere her love-lorn tale ſhe could diſcloſe, | 
Sleep o'er my liſtleſs limbs her poppies throws :— 
Bright to my fancy roſe the ELys1A plains, 
Where faithful ſhades, with amaranthine chains, 

H 3 Bind 


( no } 


(Eternal pleaſures wait the conſtant Fair.) 
There, Poets gain the never-fading wreaths ; | 
There, Heroes from the toils of war find eaſe ; 
And there, the Sons of Science joy to find 


Their due reward ——of knowledge unconfin'd. 


Methought I wander'd thro' theſe facred grouey, | 


When ſudden to my view a temple roſe, 7 
Majeſtic columas (in fair order plac'd) 

Suſtain'd the dame, with verdant chaplets grac'd; 
Within the walls, I found my raviſh'd fight 
Surrounded with the works of each fam'd wight ; 
From him who coſtly Egypt once adorn'd, 

And Iſis and Oſiris rudely form'd, 

Down to thoſe later times, when Europe caught 
The mimic art, and to periection brought, | 


6 There, 


1 
There, ſa d Apell; ſhew'd to wand'ring Greees 
All beayty's charms collected in one piece. 


In after ages, Michael form'd that ſchool 
Which Florence boaſts, far juſt deſign the rule: 


56 e ah; N . 


At Rome great Rapbasl toil'd—in him we ſes 
Uegant forms, noble ſimplicity! 
Then Milan own'd a Leonardo's + fame— 
Fair ſculpture, muſic, painting, grac'd his name. 
The glow of nature Titian's nymphs confeſz, 


| Aurors's charms their golden locks expreſs. 
For grace and eaſe, Guido with all may vie,— 
Corre& his groupes, and cloath'd with dignity. 
On Carrach, Guercin, and Corraggio great, 
Were fix d my gazing eyes: hen, wond'rous to relate, 
A heav'nly form, array'd in azure bright. 
Radiant Britannia] ſtood before my ſight : 


® MicnazL Ax co. + LygNanpo pa Vinci. 


_ Hy, HFHaſten, 


nz) 
« Haſten, the cry'd, and ſeek my happy iſles, 

Where Royal Bounty o on fair Genius ſmiles : 

« There Nature on the canvas ſtarts to view, 

With each revolving year their labours they renew: 

« Thus emulous to rival Greece, and Rome, 

& In a long line of artiſts yet to come.” —— 

Sudden I wak'd—a ray of Phcebus' light 

Shot thro the grove—Elyſium fled my fight. 


The Author refers to the Royal Academy inſtituted for the eueou- 
ragement of Painting. 


Bouts Rimees. 
M ILLER, thy attic ſcenes 5 prolong, 
The Sons of Harmony among; 
Where candour, elegance, and truth, 
Charm ſerious age, and fprightly youth. 


Far, 


1 
; 
| 
: 
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Far, far from Flatt'ry's arts remote, 
To thee my ſtrains I here devote; 
Thoſe whom the myrtle wreath fared, 
Are, more than laureat bards, renown'd. 


On the clofing of the VAS E for this Seaſon. 


"Than quay of $kis V aon may time 


Of Greece and Rome the claſſic names among 
No panegyric here can reach the truth, 
Where wit and beauty charm th'enamour'd youth. 


Le Muſes, ſoon from MiLLER's groves remote, 


To plaintive elegy your ſtrains devote : 
Ye dying Swans, the cloſing V ASE ſurround, 


And ſweetly ſing its life, and death renown'd. 


by a Sifter ofthe tuneſul Nine, 
* Mo pay devotion at Apoll's rin, 
ike Gallus, wandering to the gate, I come, 
_ And ſopplieats to view the Muſes' dome; 
ne. ſteep, 
Nor dare approach, unaſk*d, the ſacred keep, 
TW Yan, who neantt to the God prfte, 
Who ls his councils and his favours guide, 
Voughlats to ſinile, and call me to his fide. 


On the Pleafures of Society at Dat beaſton Villa. 


Mrs. M—LL—8. 


Ong: fair ſummit of a verdant lawn, 


r 
Which Phoebus ſilvers with his carlieſt dawn, 


4 


There 


i» 
There lands a Bower, inclos'd in Jofty hn. 
What, though the frant no ſtately columns beet, 
Of coſtly warble, brought from Altes c:: 
Nor ſwelling portico, mich Grecian pride, 
And ſculptur'd pomp, advance its poliſh'd fide; 
Yet bluſhing roſes, wove with eglantine, 


In ſportive garlands round the portal twine: 2 
There, ſacred laurels ſpread their branches round, Fx" 
There, aged rocks with hoary moſs are crown d 

There the clear fountains in the ſun-beams play, 

Invite repoſe, and mitigate the day: 

There, Flora paints the ground with fragrant flowers, 
And the kind Spring beſtows refreſhing ſhowers, 
Teaching luxuriant branches how to ſhoot, 


Their produce vying with th' Heſperian fruit: 


6116 ) 
There, fertile fields the wealthy loads ſuſtain, 
Cunzs' rich bleſſings rip'ning o'er the plain :;— 
Ott to theſe ſhades a ſprightly train repair, 
With fong and dance the feſtive hours to wear; 


And oft, reſigning ſuch tumultuous joys, 
Poetic themes the flecting morn employs. 
THraALta, invok'd, ſhall hear the Poet's pray'c, 
And modeſt merit from oblivion ſpare. = 
When Taſte * Wit compoſe the poliſh'd line, 
And Fancy's flights within juſt bounds confine, 
With attic elegance, and native eaſe, 


The flowing verſe can never fail to pleaſe, 


| Rivals in verſe, and emulous for fame, 
With candour judge be cautious how you blame. 
The liberal heart ne'er ſeeks to criticiſe, 


But joys to ſee the ſparks of genius riſe ; 


The 


( 17 ) 


The warm effuſions of a generous breaſt : 


(Such fire celeſtial ne er ſhould be ſuppreſt !) 
From various genius, various numbers flow, 
When ſocial mirth in all their boſoms glow ; 
For them the Muſe ſhall ſtrip th' Idalian groves 


Of myrtle wreaths, to grace the Bard ſhe love 


Like a May morn, unclouded, and ſerene, 
In whoſe mild beams the promis'd day is ſeen, 
This fair Aſſembly ſhall more bright appear, 


| Their wit more brilliant with the growing year: 


In Friendſhip's ſacred bands may they ſtill live, 


And TuLLY's V asE again their lays receive. 


( 118 ) 


* BEAUTIES f NATURE 
* with thoſe of ART. 
* No here of trivial Att, 


= 


WE By Faſhion nouriſh'd, and from Folly born ! 

E Yourferbleaid I ſcorn: 

3 Wust can your pow'r to ſcenes like this impart ? 
3 _ in mechanic's brain ; | 


; . ladies fond, with gaudy ſhapes poſſeſs, 
3 thick and numberleſs 


| Asthe gay crowds which people this fair ſcene. 


Mot ſuch as vainly ſtrive to grace : 
| | . 4 The borrow'd ſhape, or wrinkled face, 


* 
* 


Of 


th ) 


Of that proud Maid, whom cotfts aig ble,” 
The Cynoſure of neighb'ring eyes ; 3 


But, midſt theſe lawns and vallies trails, 


Artleſs, free, and unconſtrain'd. 
Though not in gorgeous ſplendor dreft, 
With blazing gems, or painted veſt, 
Or coſtly buſkins wrought in gold, 
Thy robes with ermine rich enroll'd: 
A ſtole acroſs thy ſhoulders bound, 
Lightly trailing on the ground; 
With thy auburn treſſes loving 
To the gale, (which gently blowing, 
Seems with eager joy to ſip 

Hyblzan honey from thy lip, ) 

In greater ſplendor art thou ſeen 
Than the great enthroned Queen. 


( 120 ) 

Let us (ſhunning mortal ſight) 
Together climb the mountain's height; 
And, ſeated on the topmoſt row, 

Mark the various ſcenes below : 


Or teach me, Nymph, with thee to rove 
Through or lawn, or ſhady grove; 


And, as o er NaTuRE” s works we run, 


Teach me deluſive ART to ſhun; 

Teach me how She, divinely bright, 
Shines with a fix'd and ſteady light, 
Whilſt Art, attempting Nature's ways, 
RefleQts a faint, unſettled blaze, — 


Sweet warbler of the neighb'ring grove, 


Whoſe wild notes ſoothe the pangs of love, 


Who breathing forth thy nightly tale, 
Canſt oft enchant the pleaſing gale ; 


BIR: 


LF WIR 
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Which quickly catching ſounds ſo clear, 


Wafts the ſoft notes to Damon's ear; 
Whilſt he, perhaps, in ſome alcove, 


Tunes his ruſtic pipe to love, 
Which ſtrives, in vain, with thine t' agree, 
To ſympathize, ſweet Bird, with thee. 
Let Damon's pipe a-while be mute, 
mea warkling of the how, 

Yea, all the ſounds which Art can give, 
While thy ſweet notes, alone, ſhall live. 
And every Nymph, with tranſport, tell, 
Of firectly-pleaſing Philemel, 


Till morn, in golden beauty dreſt, 


Shall riſe reſplendent from the Eaſt, = 
And with his light the ſhepherd ſwain 
Reſume his daily taſk again. 

Vo I. I. 1 


( 12 ) 

Where now has AzT conceal'd her head? 
To courts, perchance, or cities fled ; 
There fleeps abſorb'd in pomp and pride, 
While pageantry attends her ſide, 

With tinſel'd forms of mimic ſtate, 

And round the couch in order wait. 
Thou ne'er ſhalt rule in this gay ſcene, — 


ri Natuzz's work, and She is Queen ; 


Who ſcorns to mix her pow'r, divine, 
With ſuch rude workmanſhip as thine, 


Can Na run then ſuch tranſport give? 


No more with AzT I mean to live. 


SAME 
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( 123 ) 


SAME SUBJECT. 
. DECISION. 4 Tas: 


As Narunk and Aur 
Were walking apart, 
They chanc'd for to meet at a Villa; 
Winz pleaſure they gaz d, 
Tic; beauty they prais d, 
And found it belong'd to fair MILLI ER. 
I pray you,” ſays ART, 
% Make haſte to depart, : 
& This circle will NATURE diſdain; 
* Your ruſtic attire - 


«© They cannot admire, 


« *Tis too vulgar, too ſimple, and plain. 


1 «© The 


( 124 ) 
i The elegant Belle, = 
n 
« Attends to my manner of pleaſing; 
Will dreſs out her hair, 
e Sigh, ogle, and ftare, 
'« And learn the right method of teazing.” 


But NaTuRE, who knew, 
Though lik'd but by few, 
She was ſure to be countenanc'd here; 
Replied, © Indeed, An r, 
« *Tis you ſhould depart, 
« For, believe me, I've nothing to fear, 


To hope I ſhall now be admitted; 
5 


« Theſe 


—— 


_<( ns } 
. Theſe Judges, you'll find, 
« To NATURE are kind, 
& By them I ſhall ſoon be acquitted.” 


Cried Ax r, in a rage, 
« If you dare to engage, 


We'll apply to the Ladies, within; 


« Fil tell them the caſe, 
And then your diſgrace, 


I am ſure, cannot fail to begin.—— 


Pray, Ladies, (ſays ſhe) 
« But liſten to me, 
And your voices, I know, I ſhall gain: 
Plain NATURE pretends 
* You all are her friends, 


_ © ButI the reverſe do maintain.” 


I 3 


(16) 
Bright MIL LBA reply's,, — i 
Your caſe ſhall be try'd, PALS Eo 
By all Theſe whom Batrzavror adorn. 


= A. 
o 


They ſoon were agreed, | 


For Nature DECREED, 


And Art was— rejected with ſcorn, 


SAME SUBJECT. 
| Maſter S—y—B—0, fixteen Years old. 
I, 
NATURE and ART, if we compare, 
The difference we ſee 


Narunx is ever young and fair, 
Ar only in degree. 


8 


* 
"61,4 
5 
a 
* 
* 
* 
* 
CY 
* 
＋ 


3 
Behold the purple clouds which fireak 
| The morning's dappled grey: 


Does the faint roſe on Delia's cheek 


Aurora's bluſh diſplay ? 


III. 


View all Creation round, and then 


Revolving thoughts purſue; 
Who was it form'd this mighty plan ? 


IV. 
Miſ-ſhapen Chaos hid her head, 


{ 128 ) 


V. 


From where His Throne, immenſely bright, 


On Heaven's high pillars rais'd, 
He call'd the glorious orbs of light, — 
And forth the radiance blaz d. 


VI. 

. As with a ſpan he meaſur'd ſpace, 

Earth trembled, Ocean roar d. 

And ſhall weak man preſume to trace 
Thoſe worlds yet unexplor'd ? 


VII. 
Our knowledge circumſcrib'd, in vain 
Would Nature's ſecrets know: 
Alas! we ſcarcely can explain 
The things we ſee below. 


| 22 | F | 


— — 


Can all Golconda's precious mines 


| Vie with one fingle tar which ſhines 


( 229 ) 


VIII. 


(Come - bring it to the proof —) 


In yon blue vaulted roof ? 


IX. 
Or can the Lapidary's art, 
To gems of weaker rays, 


The di'mond's brilliancy impart, 


Or give ſo ſtrong a blaze? 


X. 

With that Carnation as it blows 

| In yonder gay parterre, 

Where every rich profuſion glows, 
Can TiT1an's tints compare? 


— 


 NaTvuRE her work compleats ; 
But ART is Nature's ſhadow ſtill, | | 
And as a ſhadow fleets, 


( 132 }) 


SAME SUBJECT. 


| Miſs D—s. 


Dams Naruzs once, by Frolic led, 
Forſook her native ſtrau- built ſhed, 

To ſee the Town ;— for paſting Fame 
Had told her wonders of the ſame, 
And gaily drew the ſcenes. | 


Arriv'd, —aftoniſh'd ſhe appear d; 
The ſights ſhe ſaw, the ſounds ſhe heard, 
Were wond'rous ſtrange, ſhe found; 
She call'd on Meodefly, — but She, 
With her ſweet friend, Simplicity, 
Were both gone out of Town. 


( 133 ) 
As there, unknown, the penſive fred, 
She Faſhion met,—fantaſtic mad 
And throwing forms aſide, 
She told her family, and name, 
| Her bus'neſs there, fs whe cams, 
And beg'd ſhe'd be her guide. 


ey Fabien, Yes ;—but firſt, my dear, 
« To form your ſhape, and dreſs your hair, 
I' lead you to the Graces ; 
And then your Chaprone I'll be, 
“Each curioſity to ſee 
« In all the public places. 


Almack's, Soho, the Ball, the Play, 
The Maſque by night, the Park by day,. 
Each various charm was try'd: 


3 8 as 


5 
* 
* 
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« What more than magic ſhades ! 
I 3 «© My groves, where peace has built her neſt, 


2 « My | "my 


my glades ! 


1 Forego to hear the tutor'd note, 

« My Philomela's tuneful hems, 

« Whoſe note mellifluous flows 

Can ART, with all her faint perfume, 

« Or brighteſt colours, cer preſume . 
= To emulate my Roſe ? 


«c But 


4 But ſince fo far from me She firays, EE 
« (As is the ton of preſent days} 
cc feel a juſt diſdain? - 1 


« Genius and Tafte with me ſhell re 
« To ſeek ſweet MiLIIR's ſhady grove, 2 I 
« And there we'll fix our reign:” :-» ©, 5 
Bouts Rimees. * * | 
> 
6 — * by 
Au IxvocaTion to Mercury, anGad of Y 


pen the preſent Diſſenſtons al Barn. 


IerntaL Mefienger of Ie, ff © 
Quick from the realms of n "Gay, 

From Gods and Goddeſſes above, 70 
To Avon haſte 


2 


(16). 
With olive crown'd, bid Diſcord ceaſe, 


Contending parties join; 
Thy Caduceus may to peace N 
Zach tender breaſt incline. 
But ſhould our Youth, as ſome have ſaid, 
Reject both You, and Ae, 
May Beaux ne'er wed, and ev'ry Maid 
Lead apes——by Jove's decree, 


| Imearitent „ on this long- expected day, 


Round TuLLy's Urn in jocund band we join. 
And ye, heav'n-lov'd, whom happy ftars incline 
To court the yielding Muſe, Oh! bend with me 
To beauteous MiLLER's unarraign'd decree. 


THE 


When haſtes each Muſe, at MiLLER's voice, away; | 


Cr IIA 24 


(mw) 


Tar beautcous Flower my Cho pluck'd to- day, 


To-morrow, wither'd, the will caſt away 3 
But ſhe herſelf can Art to Nature join, 


Bloom through all ages, till to love incline 


No more I aſk, nor more can Fate decree, 


No, XIII, | 
Enigma, and Bouts Rimees. 


'Troucn choice as the 


Some throw me 
And others to waſte me incline ; 
But, in pity to me, 
'Tis fair MiLLeR's decree, 

join. 


T'improve me, this party ſhould 


Vo 1. I. K 5 8 


( 138 ) 


—— 


G— OcLs, £/q. 


Axr, at BATHEASTON, on a certain day, 
Met NAruxx, and thus vaunting talk d away: - 
< ] ſmaoth'd that ſlope, I led theſe views to join, 
I bade theſe waters fall, that hill incline.” 
5 True (replied NATURE) thus, by following Mx, 
6 You'll ever pleaſe ſtill bow to my decree,” 


To the Beaux EspriTs of Barn. 
I 5 PHOEBUS the Fidler, and King of the day, 
Who drive the dark clouds of thick dulneſs away, 
By conſent of each Muſe on Parnaſſus, enjoin, 
That whene'er your great ſouls to poetics incline, 
Your toils you ſubmit to fair MILLER, and Mr, 
And bow, unrepining, to what We _ decree. 
2 S ODE 


(19) 


ODE # the ELEGIAC MUSE. 
2 C-ss—xs, E/, 
J. 
QUEEN of the mournful ſong ! 
Far from the gay and giddy throng, 
The ſons of diſſonance and noiſe, 
I ſeek your ſaber, pleaſing joys! 


Oh! let me wao thee, penſive maid, 
Where the tall cypreſs caſts a ſolemn ſhade ; 


| Where the pale poplar whiſpers ta the wind — 
Or if beſide the Hero's urn reclin'd, 
Or . my Deliz's aſhes reſt, you deign 
To breathe the Elegiac ftrain,— —_ 
Aſſiſt me, while with you I mourn 
Beſide my Delia's grave, —or o'er the Hero's urn! 
: K 2 II. What 


(10) 
I. 


What ſtately form attracts my wondering eye, 
That wrapt in ſtole of purple hue, e 
With ſtep majeſtic, paſſes by ? 
A dagger in her hand ſhe bears, 
Wet with blood, and wet with tears ;— 
| My wondering eyes the ſtately form purſue : 
' Win, i peta nn 
Now, WT 
Some horrid image to her fancy given 
She ſtarts, ſhe trembles,—and, in wild deſpair, 


1 


And now, 28 if by every woe oppreſs'd, 
She ſheaths the pointed dagger in her breaſt. 


Ann haſte I leave the tragic form, to mourn 
Beſide my DEL14's grave,—or o'er the Hero's urn. 
III, Couus, 


** ___—_—_ CO re. r- 


8 * WITT Toon 7 PIERS. 
1 * * 
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III. 
Couus, be gone, with all thy noiſy crew! 
To your deluſive joys I bid adieu) 
And though THAL1a join your train, 
With nimble ftep, and mimic grace, 
With laughter burſting on her face, 
I feel that all your joys are pain, 


While breathing forth the melancholy ſtrain, 


In ſadly- pleaſing notes, I mourn 


_ Beſide my DEL1A's grave, —or o'er the Hero's urn. 


IV. 
| Queen of the mournful fong 


Inſpir'd by thee, I tune the penſive lay, 
The verdant meads and flowery vales among. 


Ho ſweet at evening hour to ſtray, 
When the ſun lingers on the diftant hill, 
K 3 


( 12 ) 
To where the woodbine blows : 
And liſtening to the murmuring rill, 
Enjoy a pleafing, calm repoſe, 


Which feſtive pleaſure never knows 


While, borne upon the riſing gale, 


The knell reſounds along the vale — 


But oh! *tis ſweeter far with thee to mourn, 


Beſide my DEL1A's grave,—or o'er the Hero's urn, 


SS 1T 4aA>:M 


I. 


| SWEET as the roſe was DELIA's early bloom 


Wich every grace and every virtue bleſt! 


Fate bore my DI 14 to the filent tomb; 


SIT 


II. And 


} 
| 


| 


(m3) 


II. 
And near at hand, the ſculptur d arms declare 
The heroic worth of him who ſleeps below! — 


Amid the dangers and the din of war, 


Death, haughty victor, gave th* untimely blow. 


III. 


Beauty and Valour dead demand our woe !— 


To them, the weeping Muſe her trophy rears ! 
Delia forgive, —if, as my forrows flow, 


I mix the Patriot's with the Lover's tears ! 


ODE wMrs. MILLER, 


Under the Name nn 


883 in vain the Paphian Nymphs 
With buſy care thy groves attend; 
K 4 


( 144 ) 
In vain diſtill'd from copious urns 


Refreſhing dews each eve deſcend ; 


Let Pherbus, and his laurell'd train, 
Be witneſs, with the tuneful Nine, 


The Sprig, from Myra's myrtle cropt, 
Shines brighter far, nor fades like thine. 


The Garland, wrought by Ahyra's hand, 

Fair meed of worth! with wonfrous charms 
Adds ſtrength to Fancy's tow'ring wing, 

The heart with nobler ardour warms, 


The Golden Bough Areas led 

| Down to the Shgian realms of night; 
Her ſoaring dove to kindred ſkies 
DireQs the raptur d poet's flight. 


* — K A I 
— 


ft 45 ) 
Like Fate, her Urn each lot contains, 
Not Chance, but Judgment gives the prize ; 
Nor finks the vanquiſh'd bard diſmay'd, 

By bright examples taught to riſe. 


Ye Fair, whom ſportive Naids deck, 
With roſes freſh in Bladud's vale ; 
Ye aged Sires, whoſe youth reftor'd, 
Lends truth to Eſop's fabled tale; 


Wich ſmiles the coming Muſes greet, 
To Myra's chaplets join your praiſe ; 
Whilſt Fame with trumpet loud proclaims, 
And echoing Nymphs reſound their lays, 


e Theſe lines refer to the preſent Colleckion, then in the Prefs for 
Jo i | = 


; _ ODE 


(16 ) 


H the year, and hail the morn, | 
That MILLER bids my verſe adorn !— 
MiLLER, whoſe taſte refin'd, and claſſic ſway, 


The Baian Muſes willingly obey ;— 
Mil LER, whoſe voice can crown the Poet's name 


With Merit's beſt reward, immortal FAME! 


Sing we then the early year, 
Its chilly blaſts, its proſpect drear, 


The mountains white with frozen ſnow, 
The far-extended vale below 

Sheeted with ice, the foreſt wide 

Bereft of all its leafy pride ; 


ODE 7 the NEW YEAR, 1975. 
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Such ſcenes might daunt the Muſe, yet ſcenes like theſe 
MILLER, who guides our verſe, can teach to pleaſe; 


HOO math aca 


(147) 
* Her genial ſmiles perpetual warmth inſpire, 
And animate our breaſts with unconſuming fire. 


Soon ſhall Zephyr waft his gales 
| Ofer the hills and o'er the vales, 
Shedding vernal ſweets around, 
Paintin g oer th” enamel'd ground 
Nature feels new life, —new love 
Echoes thro' each tuneful grove. 
Mala, creative nymph ! Love's pleaſing dart, 
Wing'd by thy breath, unerring wounds the heart 
Say, ſhall BATHE ASTON own the influence dear, 
Where Wit, as well as Love, conducts the rolling year? 


Mark the glowing God of day 


Darting down his fierceſt ray 
From burning Cancer Labour droops 
Beneath his beam, and flowly troops 


| (18 ) 
The panting herd, to ſeek the ſhade 


But far more potent blazes Beauty's ſun ; 
Thoſe beams, alas ! we firive in vain to ſhun: | 
Love's raging tyranny reigns unconfin'd, 
And with refiſtleſs paſſion deſolates the mind, 
| Now the ſcales of Libra high | 
ak the Gul of culmer nigh; 
| Rich the harveſt of the fields, 
: Rich the juice the vintage yields ; 
Nature pours her large increaſe, | 5 
Crown'd with plenty, health, and peace. 


Thus Labour thrives in every clime and ſoil, 
Nor Wonne h toil, 
When MILLER calls the favour'd Poet forth, 
Her envied wreath rewards and conſecrates his worth. 


Ceaſe, 


(19) 
Ceaſe, my Muſe, thy taſk is done, 
From Winter's froſt to Autumn's ſun ; 
Thro' the year thy verſe has run. 
Ceaſe, my Muſe, the taſk is done. 


The following Lines are an Extract from a little Poem, 
wrote immediately before the publication of this ſmall 


SUBJECT, The BrauTits of NATURE, 
compared with thoſe of ART. 


J. M-LL—, Eq; 


Coun all Pygmalion's plaſtic = . 
Strike the eye, or touch the heart, 
Turn the limbs, or give an air 


$0 divinely ſoft and fair, 
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So replete with every Grace, | 
As Dizpan's ® form, as DizDeN's face? 


Madame La Bazoxwnz DIE DI, wife to his Excellency the Baron 
Dir ox, Envoy , &c, &c. from the King of Denmark, 
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. A Shoe. 
II. Pam. 
I. A Sigh. 
I. Aletter, 
V. Gold. 
VI. A Secret. 


vn. A Fly. 


VIII. A Glow- Worm. 
IX. A Watch. 

X. A Violin. 

XI. A Bee. 

XII. The Vasz. 
XIII. Time. 
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PRRETFACHKH 


HE rapid fale of an entire Edition of the 

Pectical Anuſements, within ten days from its 

appearance, calls for a Second Edition of the Firſt, 
and juſtifies our publication of this Second Volume. 


Jute Rimics—thoſe little aliens to Britiſh Genies 
| and Britiſh Liberty—held out in the infancy of our 
inſtitution to accommodate the Indolent and to en- 
courage the Diffident having, in ſome meaſure, an- 
fwered the objects of their — are, at pu- 


( i ) 


* 


Ent, under a general prohibition. The ſmall number 


of them diſperſed through the following ſheets=-if 


they bear not with them their own juſtification—may 


probably be the laſt—to confine the Writer or moleſt 
the Reader. 


The Subje/ts given out were calculated to preclude 
all diſcuſſion of PARTY and OpIxION-all ten- 


dency to PERSONAL TT Y- and to diſcourage every 
violation of the ſanctities of Society. Nothing (we 
apprehend) in theſe volumes can 


Give Virtue, Scandal, Innocence, a fear, 


Or from the ſoft-ey'd virgin ſteal a tear. 


We have nothing to do with CRIrTricisu, the 
the Opjzcr of our inſtitution is Amuſement, its End 
Charit : 
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Charity : it concerns us little who ridicules the Own, 


or reprobates the OTHER. 


The ingenious Contributors to this little collection 
will be found (if we miſtake not) abundantly entitled 
to the thanks of the Inſtitutreſs, the approbation of 


the LIBERAL, the acknowledoments of the CHART 


TABLE, and the BLEsSINGs of the Poox. 
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POE TIC AL. AMUSEMENTS, &c. 


Subject, GRACE,—and SIMPLEX 


MunDI1T11s. 


By David Garrick, Eſq. 


= 
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ed and foften'd by the mind? 
it is not, all eyes may ſee; 
where it is, all hearts agree: 

B 


E231 


Ti there, when eaſy in its ſtate, 

The mind is elegantly great; 

Where looks give ſpeech to every feature, 
The ſweeteſt eloquence of Nature 

A harmony of thought, and motion, 

To which at once we pay devotion : 
But where to find this nonpareil! 

Where does this female wonder dwell, 
Who can at will our hearts command ? 
Behold in public—CuMBERLAaNnD. 


> 
SIMPLEX MUNDITIIS. 


"9X8 MounpiT11s to explain 


I long attempted, — but in vain; 


"Till MILLER did herſelf preſent, 
Then knew I what the Latin meant. 


Sal $2614 yo 6: as, Av* 


(+9 
'Tis true ſhe now tranſlates it Gu Ac; 


Calls on each bard its pow'rs to trace ; 


In what conſiſts it, to define; 


And how to fix it in each line, 
This taſk, though hard, I long eſſay d, 


The more I wrote, the more I ſtray'd ; 


Yet as the time full near was brought, 


Take this my laſt attempt and thought. 


' Grace then, to make my ſubject clear, 


Should in each outward act appear; 


To open, gen'rous manners ty d; 

To Beauty's ſelf be near ally'd ; 

At leaſt a ſymmetry take place 

To conſtitute acknowlede'd GRACE. 

An eaſy carriage, veſture neat, 

You'll add, to make the thing complete. 
we = 


1 (4 ) 

Tis neatneſs, elegance, and eaſe 
United, which can always pleaſe. 
Oft-times from faſhion is as far, 


As from this iſle the Indias are; 
Sometimes in humble garb is ſeen, 

Nor always found to deck a queen : 

Yet ſets it off all other charms, 
Secures cach heart, each boſom warms ; 
Gives to each fair a brighter glow, 


Than diamond's beam, or filks beſtow; 


In ev'ry ſtate its marks are known, 
In ev'ry rank its pow'r is ſhown, 
Confeſs'd by all, to all a prize, 
The eynoſure of neighb'ring eyes. 
Know'ſt thou it not, to Bath repair, 
On Avon's banks behold the fair, 


6 


* 


„„, 


(s) 

There ſee it in the circle gay 

| Which that fam'd city can diſplay ; 

u tives in Tomkyns gentle mien, 

In Wroughton's much priz'd form tis ſeen, 
To Lockhart gives ſuperior ſway, 

And brightens Dutton with its ray, 

In ———— dignity is ſhown, 

And ſhines at all times Kerr s thy own, 
In —— brilliant air expreſs'd, 

In - — mildneſs ſtands confeſs'd, 


„ 3 


In Heywood's youth its preſence greet, 
In Cumbria's Dutcheſs ſhines omplete. 


* Lady Emily Kerr. 


B 3 SIMPLEX 


(6) 


SIMPLEX MUNDITIES, 


* Munv1Ts is the word. 
Thus, Miller ſpoke, the poet heard, 
And turn'd, and turn'd it o'er again, 


Yet to no purpoſe rack'd his brain : 

| He found the Latin was too hard, 
To be expreſs'd by Engliſh bard. 

As thus he ſought how to tranſlate, | 


And bit his nails, and ſcratch'd his pate ; 


Egad! cries he, I've found it out, 
The fair one ſure thought me a lout, 
Not to perceive the cunning elf 

By Simp. Munditiis meant herſelf, 


GRACE, © 


CPI 


GRACE, 
With an Explication, or Tranſlation of 


SIMPLEX MUNDITIIS. 
Epward D—x, E/. 


: (Grace was in all her ſteps; Heaven in her eye; 
I do not believe a word on't ; No, not I. 

Pray from what chapter did your wifdom gather 

That mother Eve had on a ſingle feather ? 

She might be deck d indeed to Adam's wiſhes, 

For e'er ſhe fell, the Simplex was Munditiis. 

Her garb was truly ſimple, nat'ral, plain, 

And (till the dev'l was in her) free from ſtain. 

But now the ſole criterion of Grace, 

Conſiſts in drefling like the feather'd race; 

2B 4 Perch 


re 
Perch then ye feather'd fair on every ſpray 
Of Miller's grove, and uſher in ſweet May. 


* * * * * * * 


See Coquetilla down Fops- alley march, 
With nodding plumes ; ſo flow, fo Riff, ſo ſtarch. 
So have I ſeen—Seen what, a fiery dragon? 
No: the proud fore-horſe of a loaded waggon ; 
Feathers and furbelows eclipſe his eyes, 

And wits dflrutiion ot alpiring fies : 
So Coquetilla's oftrich feather flows 
re prefernyt”ccs bennx.. 


If (but it can't be, now the world's ſo good) 
— ſhould inflict another general flood; 
What blunders would enſue in Noah's ark, ; 
Minds, beaſts, and men, together in the dark ; 


Some 


_ 
_ _—— 


LF: 
Some peer may miſs his deary in the pen, 
And come out coupled with a Frieſland hen. 


Or ſome fair lady from her lord may wander, 


And be enamour'd with a filly gander. 


Twas but three years ſince Gallic friſeurs put on 6 
Our lady's ſhouiders, à vile tete de mouton: dl 
Could ye conceive that there was any grace 


Or beauty in a poor ſheep's head, or face: 


Tell me, ye fops of that fantaſtic nation, 
Where will you lead us next with ton and faſhion. | 


In ſeventy-five you've feather'd all our fair, 
Perhaps next year you'll deck 'em all with hair. 

Would it not make the gentle Strephon ftare 

To ſee ſweet Phillis like a Ruſſian bear? 

To fee thoſe lovely cheeks, that ſnow-white breaſt, 


As rough, and rugged, as a magpye's neſt ? q 
r. 


( 3} 


Tis ſhe—ſhe comes—my jocund muſe ! Tis ſhe! 


Beaming with decent grace, and majeſty : 
She comes like ſome bright angel from above; 
In every geſture dignity and love ; 
With conſcious virtue gracefully array'l— 


She's all perfection. Tis the blue-ey'd maid, 


us to the feather'd race /he ſhews her love, 
She wears the ſoftneſs of the gentle dove, 


The peacock's plumes and dignity of pace, 
Teach her how beauty is improv'd by Grace. 
In Philomela chaunting to her mate 

$he reads the comforts of a wedded ſtate. 


The hen domeſtic, with her foſtering wing, 


© Shews her the cares her little brood will bring. 


Ye 


E 
Ye macaronis—(ravens, kites, and daws) 
She'll guard her chickens from your ravenous claws; 
Her conduct here by gods and men approv'd, 
When ſhe's call'd hence from all on earth ſhe loy'd : 
The bird of Jove ſhall ſhew her how to riſe 
To the bleſt manſions of the vaulted ſkies; 


Through Heaven's wide gates her innocence and grace 
Will be her paſſport to an angel's place, 


With virtue crown'd (feathers that ne'er can fade) 
T hope you like my lovely blue-ey'd maid: 
Not from the ten, but her, I'd have you trace 
"The ſureſt means to plume yourſelves with Grace. 
If you approve the pattern that ſhe brings, 


Give us a chirp, ye fair; and clap your wings. 


I2 } 


The Difference between 


WIT and HUMOUR. 
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Tur diff rene (ſpite of common rumour) 
You aſk, twixt real Wit and Humour; 
Whilf I, diſdaining pompous diction, 

High flights, and vain poetic fiction, 

| Which only ſerve the ſenſe to ſhroud, 

And leave the ſubject in a cloud, | 
Attentive ftill to your petition, : 
Anſwer by way of definition. 


Of Wit, the true criterion is, 
In juſt, and apt reſemblances, 
Ideas variouſly combin'd, 
That flaſh conviction on the mind; 


That 


(Wy 3 
That give to Truth a brighter die, 


To Senſe, a double poignancy ; 

Whoſe force of ridicule we ſee 

In many a lively repartee : 

Which vent'ring often to explore 
What to the Mind was known before, 
Giving to Thought a pleaſing dreſs, 

| Shews what all feel, but KENT expreſs. 
For a5 Hogarth, neglecting grace, 
By ſcratch of pen could ſhew a face ; 
So in Wit's finer ſtrokes we find 

Fach varied image of the mind : 
Touch'd with the likeneſs all the while 


We feel its foroe, and only ſmile. 


Humour performs the other half, 
Aud leads us to a hearty laugh, 


(14) 
Much ſhe attempts, nor ought in vain, 
Still miſtreſs of the comic vein, 


In form and manner ſure to pleaſe, 
And moſt of all, by Truth and Eaſe : 


For as true Wit, the wiſe agree, 
Is lively thought, and repartee; 
So Humour is a combination 


Of drollery, and imitation. 


EDGAR. 
A Poem written for the Vaſe of Batheaſton. 
Subject, CHARITY. 
Zy the Rev. SanprorD HARD CASTLE. 
- 
D O good to all men.” —It is Heav'n's own voice, 


Heav'n, joining reaſon in the ſoft command, 
I _ 


(38 )- 
Bids us be happy; bleſſed while we bleſs,— 


Hear then ;—be wiſe ;—reſt on the word of Heav'az 
Deal forth thy good deeds with a lib'ral hand ; 

Prompt payment ſhall come ſhortly. Yet to him 
Payment can only come, whoſe tender heart 


Thou, my friend, 
Full oft haſt heard me ſpeak, my early youth 


Feels when his hand diſtributes. 


Soon learnt humanity, —My parents died— 
Orphans hw claim on charitable ſouls ; 
The pious Edgar thought ſo, mov'd perhaps 
By the ſoft eloquence of infant tears, 
Perchance by Nature tempted, to his roof 
He led the fatherleſs,—It was the ſeat 


Of nuptial happineſs, a ruſtic cot, 


Small, yet convenient, for their wants were few : 
As Edgar, knowing what all men ſhould learn, 
Was 


616) 
Was with his lot 1 ſtate! 
Labour he ply'd for exerciſe, not pelf; 

For though he needed not to toil for bread, 


Edgar was never idle. Soon, my friend, 


At early dawn, he led me to the held, 
And, drawing morals from each taſk he took, 


Told me, © that ev'ry feed, well ſown on earth, 

« Should yield full harveſt in that awful day, 

« When all arrears of labour ſhall be paid, 

Each well meant toil rewarded.” - Once, perchance, 

I found him buſied near a murmuring rill, 

To various little ſtreams he turn'd its ſource, 

Where, wand'ring devious through his neat dreſs'd 
grounds, 

It cheer'd the green copſe, fill'd the earing corn, 


Then trickled gently through the perfumed grove, 


Where 


r 


r 


„ 

Where Nature's nurſery was. Sweet, blooming babes | 
Yes—ev'ry wild flower ſure is Nature's child, 

From annual frolic with the luſty ſun 

The teeming Mother bears them. —Edgar ſmil'd. 

„ Mark well, my child, he ſaid, this little ſtream 

e Shall teach thee Charity. It is a ſource 

« ] never knew echauſt directed thus 


« Be that ſoft ſtream, the fountain of thy heart. 


« For, Oh ! my child, he ſaid, if right I ween, 
« And be who foflers children not his own, 

« They ſay, is ſeldom partial, thy young heart 
“ Hath thoſe affections that ſhall bleſs thyſelf, 


And flowing ſoftly, like this little rill, 


“Cheer all that droop.” — T he good man did not ert: 
The milk of human-kindneſs warm'd my breaſt ; 
Young as I was, I felt for others woes, 

C | And, 


( 18 ) 
And, when I could, reliev'd them. Vet- waz young 
And, having laviſh'd all my infant ſtore 


In gewgaw toys, and childiſh fooleries, 

I do remember well, > wit abs, 
Maim'd and disfigur'd by the hand of war, 
Implor'd my charity. I felt, alas! 


His various wants—ſore, ſick, and wan he ſeem'd: 


Much as a ſoldier I rever'd the man: 

My little heart bled at each wound he ſhew- d; 
Alas ! alas! replied my infant thoughts, 
And ſhall want cloud the * of his days 


| Whole deep ſcars—witnefs of his brave exploit 


Tell how he ſery'd his country. Yes—l wept: 


It was the firſt time that I e er knew want, 
I was indeed a bankrupt. Edgar came. 


Whoſe noon of life was toil ?—The toil of war! 


( 19 ) 

I wept, but ſpake not, for my heart was full. 

« What wilt thou give, my boy ?”— Fearing a lie, 
I ſob'd out truth moſt ſadly. Edgar felt, 

Pardon'd my folly, for he loved my tears, 

And gave what ſooth'd the poor man's miſery. 
But, in our ev'ning's walk, behold ! the ſtream 
Was dry. I aſk'd the cauſe—Mark me, my child 
This rill, I told thee oft, through all thy life, 
Should teach thee Charity.—Now let it learn, 
If yet thou haſt to learn, that the bleſs'd ſource 


Of lib'ral deeds is wiſe oeconomy. 


This morn, like thee, I drew the ſtream too faſt, 
Now—when the parch'd glebe wants its wat'ry aid, | 


| The ſource is all exhauſted. 80 we liv'd— 


Edgar ftill watch'd the roſe-bud as it grew, 
Wiſhing my bloom of reaſon. Ev'ry night 
C2 Some 
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Some uſeful leflon to my ear convey d 
Ot moral dard inſtructive: Legends old— 

Such ks as oft gain audience round the hearth 

Ot plain Gimplicity,—How ? . So it chanc'd, 

« Two helpleſs children wand'ring through a wood, 

« By friendly charitable birds gelie- d, 

« Long time found ſuſtenance,” I felt it all! 

And promis'd ne'er with felon hand to rob 

The neſt of birds ſo worthy Winter came 

I fed each warbler that I found, with crumbs : 

Poor birds !—They gained by my ſimple thoughts, 
And I was not a loſer. — Older grown 

The good man ſpake of royal Edward's love; 

Told, © how the Wanton, though ſhe clad the poor, 
With needful ſuccour fed each hungry gueſt, 
| * Caſtout, negledled, in the public firects, 


(7 
te Starv'd, and deſpiſed, died wretched,” Well ſhe 
might — | 
Not Charity itſelf hath power to ſcreen 


That wedded fair-one, whoſe unguarded ſteps 
Aught deviates from the paths of 8 

ves many a ſtory quaint the good man told: 

Frm ſacred writ he fetch'd the frequent hint; 
The widow's cruife, he ſaid, ne'er waxed dry, 
Nor was the little morſel that ſhe had, 

« Her one poor cake, diminiſh'd.” —He nam'd again, 
A widow fam'd for Charity—who gave, 

« With faith moſt ſtedfaſt, all ſhe had one mite: 
Heav'n graſp'd the boon !'—Fluſh'd with ſeraphic joy 
The cherub Mercy, from that awful book f 
Where her account ſtood regiſter'd above, 4 


Eraſed a page of failings —— 80, my friend, 


( 22 ) 
Did I firſt learn to feel. Guiltleſs myſelf, 
He bade me give my pity, not my ſcorn, 
To thoſe my heart did cenſure. Scandal ne'er | 
Found entrance at our door—T heard her once— 
The foul fiend ſpake a lie—I glow'd diſdain— 
Perhaps twas ſomewhat haſty, but my tongue 
Brav'd forth conviction, for my friend was wrong'd — 


Yes—Edgar's maxims are my life's ſafe rule. 
This morn, reflecting on his little ſtream, 
How would my Edgar, ſaid my buſy thoughts, 
< Revere the fair one, who hath power to lure 
„My giddy youth to muſe on Charity.” 


| 5 FFC 0 . 
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4s ODE © CHARITY. 
By Georce Hr, Eſq. 


_ Maid, of ſource divine, 
With plaſtic hand beſtow, 
Which melts at others woe. 


Bid Pity move each throbbing breaſt 
Soft guſhing in a tear; 
That tribute Nature ſure exacts 
Far waned mortals here. 


"Tis Nature calls, attend her voice, 
And copy with a feeling heart 1 7 


= From 
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From infant want or helpleſs age 
Ne'er turn thy Reps aſide ; ſ 
Nor boaſt thy own ſuperior worth 
With Phariſcan pride. WY 


The ſocial compact calls on each 
For mutual help, nor eber 

To think like Mandeville that Se/F . = i 
Is man's peculiar care. 


Talleviate with healing pow'rs 
Each ſublunary ill, 
And bew, though tyrant Fate oppreſs 
That man has mercy ſtill. 


Approach 


Approach your humble cot, and view 
That complicated ſcene, 
Where Fate the double preſſure lays D 


Oft Poverty and Pain. 


Can you thoſe pallid looks behold 
And not an alms afford ; 


Nor ſpare to ſooth an infant s moan 


One morſel from your board. 


Can you, unmov'd, th'expiring groan, 
The knell of ſorrow hear, 

And not with weeping kindred drop 
One ſympathetic tcar. 


bt: 

Humanity the thought diſclaims, I, 
Avows this maxim true, 

Man is not born for {cif alone, 
But lives for others too. 


Ye Fair, to pining Nature then 
The balm of pity give ; 

Pity is your peculiar claim, 
*Tis your prerogative. 


With ſoft emotions of the heart 
The houſe of ſorrow view, 
And let the widow's mite excite 

Beneficence in you. 
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Of ſeraph's voice and harp inceſſant theme, 


627 
From your compaſſion and relief 
Leet ſtreams of bounty flow; 
Make ſuff ring 5 ſmile in death, 
And ſmooth the bed of woe. 


Britannia's annals juſtly then 
Might ſome eulogiums claim, 
Nor Roman Charity alone 
Conſign to future fame. 
— 


ODE H CHARITY. 


— of Heav'n, bright ray of Worth 
Supreme, 


Eſſence fincere of Uncreated Mind, 


Bleſt with affection ſoft, and aſpeR kind, 
” Thee 


{ 28 ) 
Thee I invoke ! if on thy votary's head 
Thou deign with liberal hand thy influence mild to ſhed. 


By thee impell'd, with yearnings oft I rue 


The ghaſtly form on dying couch reclin'd ; 

Prompted by thee, with viſit ſad I view 

The wretch diſeas'd, in nauſeous dome confin'd, 
Stript of parental aid, and friendſhips dear ; 

And ſooth the orphan's plaint, and dry the widow's tear, 


Mark, mark, with tottering limbs, a prey to care, 
The hungry cottager in ſilence mourn; 
His pittance ſcant he takes of homely fare, 


By all unſeen, unpitied and forlorn : 
All, but your keener ſearch: your piercing eye 
Pervades his dark receſs, O godlike Charity. 


Cloſe 


— 4 
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Soon as you touch the threſhold, heav 'nly queen, 


<2) 
Cloſe by his ſide, ſole partner of his grief, 
Ghoſt of exiftence, fits his meagre ſpouſe 


Round them, diſmay'd, and ſtrangers to relief, 


5 Their ſquallid offspring frames its fruitleſs vows. 


Quick with refulgent day you gild the gloomy ſcene. 


And firſt, with ſecret hand, diffuſive wide, 

| You pour the bleſſings of your genial reign ; 

Next, to the dome where Med'cine's ſons preſide, 
With ſpeed conduct the grateful wandering train. 

You give—and giving taſte the bleſs refin'd, 


Patron of want obſcure, and friend of human kind. 


Nor leſs the youthful uninſtructed heart 
Claims the rich tribute of your ſympathy 


With willing tongue the leſſon you impart, 
And point to Faith, and Hope, and realms on ö 


2 
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Then to the ſiſters twain conſign your charge, 
And bid them to his ſight the proſpect clear enlarge. 


Struck with thy form, thy inward worth I trace, 
In kind regards, and ſocial converſe ſweet : 

At thy approach, pale Frey ſpeeds her pace, 

Hatred, and foul Surmiſe, and dark Deceit, | 

See---by thy preſence aw'd, thy ſtep they ſhun, 

Like vapours dank diſpers'd, as beams the orient ſun, 


Charm'd I behold, while in thy train proceed 
With awful majeſty the Graces fair ; 

Forbearance kind, and Peace, the chorus lead ; 

And mild Humility, with modeſt air ; 

Cumpaſſion ſoft ; and Temperance, whoſe beſt food, 

Daiaty repaſt of mind, is univerſal good. 


T7 
And hark ! methinks I hear thy ſolemn voice; 
« Vain man, purſue thy Maker's firſt intent, 


« His beſt reſemblance be thy earlieſt choice,” 


Who (like the orb in yonder firmament) 
To all alike his beams enlivening pours, 


Alike on all, unaſk'd, diſtills his balmy ſhowers. 


CHARITY. 
James BLand Burcess, Eſq. 


Y: Belles ! who ſeek theſe bleſt retreats, 
Where Elegance with Fancy meets, 
And Tafte and Miller join; 
Diſdain not to attend awhile, 
But liſten, and benignly ſmile, 
To aid the timorous line. 


SS =» 


When life is gay, and beauty charms, 

When every heart your power alarms, 
Diftruſt, ye Fair, the ſcene : 

Soon muſt the flattering dream conclude, 

For ſoon muſt other cares intrude 


To cloud your brows ſerene. 


The liquid eye, the flowing hair, 


| The checks and neck fo heavenly fair 


Which emulate the ſnow ; 
The voice, which now delights our ears 
More than the muſic of the ſpheres, 

A change muſt quickly know. 


( 33 ) 


When thus you ſee life fleet away, 


See youth with all its charms decay, 
And yield to wrinkled age ; 

Can you unmoy'd remain, nor ſeek 

Some power this poiſon's force to check, 


Or mitigate its rage ? 


The breaſt which melts at other's woe 
Alone can real pleaſure know, 
Alone is bleſt and calm: 
This ſure is Charity refin d, 
Which pitying heals the wounded mind, 
And pours on grief rich balm, 


This 
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This will each other loſs ſupply, 

And pleaſe when other beauties fly, 
Which now our hearts alarm ; 

When fades the bloom of Haywood's face, 

With Zenning's elegance and grace, 

= And Locl hurts every charm. 


Say, can your breaſts untouch'd remain, 
When at your feet a faithful ſwain 
Your matchleſs power declares ? 
Can tender hearts then cruel prove, 
Nor fondly own the power of love, 
When arm'd with ſighs and pray'rs ? 


SS 


Ah no! the feeling gen'rous breaſt 

The tranſport ſhares in giving reſt, 
And turning pain to joy; 

A thouſand gentle pleaſures knows 

By nobly changing ſpeechleſs woes 
To bliſs without alloy. 


The favour'd hour then quickly ſeize, 
When youth and charms combine to pleaſe, 
And bid the lover live: 
Time flowly creeps, but ſure: — then haſte, 
Exert your Charity, and taſte 
The joys which love can give. 


( 36 ) 


The COURT f TRUTH. 


In the Manner of SpENSER. 


J. 


| "BOY by the mid-day ſun I ſought the ſhade, 
To catch the freſhneſs of the paſſing breeze: 
Upon a flowery bank my limbs I laid 
To woo the ſoft winds whiſpering in the trees. 
Come, gentle air, I cry'd, and give me eaſe! 
With ſickening heat no more let nature glow ! 
'Tis done,—and now the raging fervors ceaſe, 
As the gales riſe from yonder lake below, 
And thro the tall woods ſing, and o'er the valley blow. 


II. Thus 


WF 
II. 

Thus as I lay, ſoft ſlumbers clos d mine eyes, 
While Fancy o'er my ſenſes wav'd her wand; 
And ſoon the fairy viſions gan to riſe 
In livery gay, as ſhe doth well command : 
And ftrait, methought, a ſtately hall did ſtand 
Before my fight, with many a portal fair, 
Such as belong to dome in Grecian land, 
Of coſt ſo great, and workmanſhip ſo rare, 


That 'tis beyond my feeble rhymings to declare. 


III. 
Around the gates, a thick, impatient croud, 
Eager to enter, alt d within my view: 
And when the herald blew with blaſt ſo loud 
The clarion ſhrill, the portals open flew. 
D 3 
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The buſy throng the hurrying way — 
I follow'd ; and before the lofty throne 
Of Truth I came : for inſtantly I knew 
The beauteous goddeſs who did fit thereon, 


So bright her awful front with native luſtre ſhone, 


IV. 
In her right hand a laurel wreath ſhe bore 
To crown his brows who beſt deſerv'd the prize 
| Such as of old the braveſt heroes wore, 
Right emblem of that fame which never dies. 
Two claimants ftrait appear'd, of different guiſe, 
The one, though young, poſſeſſ d a noble grace; 
The vivid lightning darted from his eyes, 
Nor e'er did frowns his poliſh'd brow diſgrace, 


But chearful ſmiles did play upon his manly face. 


V. The 
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( 39 ) 
V. 


The other, more advanc'd in years, did bear 

Upon his jolly cheek the roſy hue 

Of Bacchus, foe to every pallid care : 

And as he talk'd, he laugh'd !—for well he knew 
With noiſy joy his ſtory to purſue. 

The one was Wit, the other Humour nam'd ; 

F rom different mothers, but one fire, they grew. 
They both with equal hope the laurel claim'd ; 
They both at high renown with generous ardor aim'd. 


VI. 

Full in the fight of all, the judge did place 
(Whereon the claimants might their powers diſplay) 
The hated paſſions of the human race. 


Pale Avarice, Ambition never gay, 
D 4 Stern 
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Stern Cruelty that with blood doth mark her way, 
With Scandal whoſe foul tongue is poiſon'd o'er, 
And Jealouſy to watchful hours a prey: 


And well my muſe could name a thouſand more ; 


But ah !—ſuch thorny paths ſhe trembles to explore, 


VII. 


And ſoon, when Wit beheld this mingled croud, 
Impetuous flaſhes darted from his eye: 

Nor in ſoft whiſpers, nor in accents loud, 

Or to deceive or frighten did he try ; 

Nor quite forget the arts of courteſy ; 

But with apt tauntings, and in manly vin 

He drew ſuch pictures of their miſery; 

That every paſſion he did make to groan, 


Which done, — he boldly claim'd the laure as his own. 
- VIII. But 


( 41 ) 


VIII. 
But Humour now, with laughter on his cheek, 
wm bo a tray abit bes 
Which made inyoluntary raptures break 
Forth from the throng, at his ſo merry glee, 
The paſſions too, at his loud jollity, 
Dia ſeem to ſmile amid their fore diſmay. 
Laughing I wak'd, and ending none did ſee 
Of all this fairy ſcene ſo bright and gay: 


For Fancy ſpread her wings, and ſwiftly fled away. 
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An Aroroor fir 
WIT and HUMOUR. 
To the Tune of Chevy Chace. 
Tuouas Srl x, Eſq. 
G O OD people all, a fad miſhap, 
My witty muſe befel ; 


Condemn'd to purge her crimes away, 


Like finful ſoul in hell. f 


With quaint conceits to ds you ſmile, 
Frem Bath ſhe took her way ; 
But ever ſince has rued full ſore, 
| The fortune of that day. 
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(43) 
With heart as briſk and light as air, 
She heard her ſtanzas read; 
But when, alas ! ſhe ſaw them blaze, 
It heavy fell as lead. 


Againſt a hapleſs bard, ye fair, 
Why all this mighty pother ; 
His modeſt muſe one meaning gave, 


Your lively thoughts another, 


*T was cruel ſure to ſtop his mouth, 
And fay you'd hear no more, 
When by your tittering 'twas plain, 


Your hearts cry'd out encore. 


* 


Ye 


x ( 44 ) 
Ye ſentimental bards, who deal 
In bymns and pſalms by Jumps ; 
It grieves my heart your muſe to ſee, 
So often in the dumps. 


Vour ſportive muſe which erſt was wont 

With ſprightlieſt thoughts to glow, 
Has Wen pour Wamonr to the heart, 
A deep and deadly blow. 


Briſk Pegaſus, that friſky ſteed, 
Which oft the vict'ry got, 

Is now ſo dull and languid grown, 
He ſcarce can raiſe a trot. 


Te 


( 45 ) 
Ye men and maids who Here each week, 
In queſt of mirch do roam; 
If e er you 1 your ſmiles behind, 
You'd better ſtay at home, 


O'er muſty authors oft I've por d, 
And broke my midnight fleep ; 
But they aſſure me one and all 


Tis better laugh than weep. 


In hopes of milder fate, my muſe 
Has once more tun'd her lyre; 

Yet even now with fear ſhe quakes — 
A burnt child dreads the fire. 


( 46) 

Moſt gracious Queen thefe ftanzas fpare, 
Vouchſafe them Tong to reign ; 

And grant that I may never fee, 
My muſe in flames again. 


— 
The Difference between 
WIT and HUMOUR. 
EDWARD D—x, Eſq. _ 
bo" 
Oxce more ſhall I take up the lyre, 
| And call for the aid of the Nine! 


Oh, Miller! ſuch ſubjects require 


A muſe much more able than mine. 


II, Teint 


. 
12 5 II. 
Twixt the regions of Humour and Wit, 
Let Pheebus himſelf draw the line; 
For ſooner a hair I could ſplit, 
Or the Gordian knot ſooner untwine. 


m. 
«* Wit ranges ideas (ſays Locke) 
1 « With propriety, quickneſs, and grace:“ 
Whilſt Humour looks dull as a block, 


She forces a ſmile in your face, 


IV. 
Bright Wit is the child of the ſun, 
Begot in the blaze of the day ; 
But Humour's the produce of fun, 
By twilight, one ev'ning in May. 
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V. 
Like Dutton * with beauty and ſenſe, 
Bright Wit takes the heart by ſurprize, 


Leaves no room for doubt or ſuſpenſe, 
Such lively rays beam from her eyes. 


VI. 


But Humour inſenſibly ſteals, 
And quietly creeps to the heart ; 


Like Jennings her power conceals, 
And you feel &er you ſee the keen dart. 


VII. 


Homer's wit comes on like a torrent, 


All ages and nations adore it ; 

. But Swift's has a general warrant, 
To bring Micth and Laughter before it. 

Now Mrs, Cook. 


VIII. Bold 
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VIII. 
Bold Shakeſpeare's are flaſhes of wit, 
As the lightnings dart through the ſky 3 
But Harlequin pleaſes the pit, 
Becauſe he's ſo waggiſb and fy. 


IX. 

As Bamfylde from Phoebus derives 
Such power in uſing the bruſh ; 

That with Nature whenever he ftrives, 
She modeſtly yields with a bluſh, 
X. 

So Wit blazes out with ſuch fire, 
Lays ſuch lively tints on the mind, 


That it paints all her beauties much higher 
Than in Nature herſelf you will find. 
E El. A peer 
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XI. 
*A peer with a pencil of Humour 
So wrought on mankind by their fears, 
That they took (no magic could do more) 


Old women for Swiſs grenadiers. 
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On the Difference between 


WIT and HUMOUR. 


T w AS May; and o'er the cheerful ground 
Each ſhrub with bloſſoms ſail'd around, 


When on the downy lap of earth, 
Lo! Twins congenial at a birth 
Lord Townſhend, wken an invaſion from F rance was expected, 


| drew a parcel of old women ſo like a regiment of Swiſs guards, that it 
= required a very cloſe inſpection to diſtinguiſh the difference. 


6 Euphroſy ne 


F 
| 
| 
, 


A 


A #91 
Euphroſyne to Phcebus bore, 
And ſeem'd to wiſh the two were four: 


Then, ſeeking titles that might fit, 
One, Humour ſtyled ; the other, V it. 
The Muſes in officious haſte 


The natals with their preſence graced : 


While each in flattering ſpecch expreſs d 
The fire and dam ſupremely bleſs'd : 
Their father this reſembles ; tother | 


Reſembles more his blue-ey'd mother. 


Some few this difference cannot ſtrike ; 


As eggs, they're both ſo much alike. 
Apollo filed, while three tines three 
Thus from each other diſagree. 

In hopes the knotty ſuit to end, 


He bids the Graces ſtrait attend. 


is Quick 


lat 4144 1.4 


T0 3 


| " Quick they obey the call divine, 


And join with ſpeed the tuneful Nine. 


Yet, what avails this ſpecial jury, 
Pick'd for the cauſe in ſuch a hurry ? 


Confounded like their couſin muſes, 
A verdict clear each nymph refuſes. 


Some difference they diſcern ; but where, 


They vow tis puzzling to declare. 


Surpris'd, too hard to find the caſe 


For every Muſe, and every Grace, 


His ſentence . 7 with an awful nod, 
VUtter' d the verſe-inſpiring god: 


I maryel much that none can ſee 
In what theſe bantlings diſagree. 


. 
PPP : wad 


( 53 ) 
6 Then hear me, all ye virgin train, 
6 By my prophetic ſkill explain, 
„ What thus you ſeek but ſeek in vain : 


What in their face tis hard to find, 
( I view—the difference of their mind. 


“ That little, ſaucy, prattling chit, 


. 66 Call'd by his doating mother Vi 1 


« With ſmiling look, and ſparkling eye, 
„ And forehead full of gaiety, 
56 Fraught with ideas quaint and new, 
And quick conception, known to few; 
With pleaſing well-tim'd Gente, 

& And ma poignant repartee; 

6 From objects diſtant and unlike 
Shall catch reſemblances that ſtrike; 
E 3 


(54 ) 

« And charm the-ſenſe, well-pleaſed to find 

40 Things varying, ſtill the ſame in kind: 

« With harmleſs, but ſatyric di 

„In thoughts that ſpeak ; and words that burn; 
cc Sometimes an epigram ſhall throw, 

« Like ſhaft from Lilliputian bow: 

«© Sometimes, in ſong or roundelay, 

«© The ſmart, yet civil thing ſhall ſay, 

That wounds like painful-pleaſing dart 


« And captivates fair lad y's heart. 


&« Good-natur'd, *midf his various ſallies, 
cc With elegant conceits he rallies, 
« The head to teach, the heart to mend, 


« A foe to Vice, and Virtue's friend. 


« But 


(' 5s ) 
cc But ſee ! how different is that other, 


&« V think fo like his elder brother 

« Cheerful, like him, and good, and kind, 
c He labours to inform the mind, 

« Its lurking foibles to detect, 

&« Its vicious fancies to correct: 

© But mark thoſe lineaments of face; 

“ How full of banter and grimace |! 

« Solemn his air, as though he felt 

„ Scarce butter in his mouth would melt: 
c Yet the arch ſtripling all the while 

e Indulges a — ſmile. 

„On ſubtle irony, and leer, 

<« The jeſt polite, and cover'd ſneer, 


* (While few obſerve him) ſtill intent, 


He ſays the thing, that is not meant. 
| E 4 


No 


(5) 
No mimic droll, in Beau or Belle, 
% Can act a character fo well, 

| « And to the man hold up the fool 

« Tn all che garb of ridicule: 

« From Jt as diſtant (though as keen) 


« As epigram from comic ſcene, 

« Yet ſtill the lads, as things may hap, 
& Shall ſometimes wear each other's cap; 
& And Wit perchance for Humour paſs : 
. Humour in turn ſhall take the glaſs, 

66 Wan be cam hit; 

* And how he apes his brother Wit. 

6 But ſoon ſhall each his fault confeſs, 
« Each ſoon reſume his proper dreſs. 
Already can my proſpect trace, 

“When each ſhall boaſt a numerous race, 
2 


“This, 


(57) 
e This, of Malieres ; of Butlers, that: 
« Each pleaſing with his lively chat; 


c Yet each from each as wide aſunder, 
« As winds and tempeſts are from thunder; 
« No more alike, than ſong to rant is; 


« Than Parſon Swift to Don Cervantes. 


« Take then, ye Muſes, take theſe boys, 
And ſoon complete their parents' joys : 
4 Teach them to utter, as they mean: 

« No thought be clumſey, or unclean: 

« Then, ere they learn their au#ward paces, 
6c Conſign a to the Siſter Graces - 
Let them with ſpeed as you TRY 

« Finiſh the well-digeſted plan : 

“ For what is Humour, Wit, or Face; 


If either's nurs'd without a Grace?” 


( 8 ) 


The Difference between 
WIT and HUMOUR. 


AMINTA to FLORIO. 
AMINTA. 


1 H E difference, Florio, point me out 
Twirt real Wit and Humour 3 
Remove at once each wavering doubt 


That grows on public rumour, 


Say, which can boaſt the better half, 
Life's ſorrows to beguile ? 
Or why, with Humour ſure to laugh, 
Wit only makes us ſmile. 


FLoRIO. 


4! 4s 1 1K 


OT LE. 


THI 


F LO RIO. 
In that the playful child we trace, 
This is of manlier kind; 
One claims the empire of the face, 


The other of the mind, 


The tale well told, the light-ſpun jeſt, 
The imitative vein, 
From Humour ſtill impart the zeſt 


To Frolic's jocund reign. 


In Wit, ideas well combin'd 
Juſt images create; 
We taſte a joy of different kind, 


More poignant, leſs elate. 


( 60 ) 
$o when two heroes of the ſtage, 
With rival paſſion ſtrove, 

' Each crouded audience to engage 


The teſt of Romeo's love. 


To Barry ſhouts of loud applauſe 
Came thundering on the ear; 


To Garrick, true to Nature's cauſe, 


Her tribute was a tear. 
— . 
Subject, HOPE. 
' By Hour, Eſq. of St. John's College, Oxford. 


Nox: of the ſorrowing heart SOTO 
Accept the tribute of my willing vow, 


Direct my erring ſtep, O maid divine, 
O Hope, and lead me to thy hallow d ſhrine! 


To 


1 
To thee, meet emblem of a nymph ſo fair, 
A ſprig of faithful evergreen I bear; 
More gay, more conſtant, than the roſes bloom, 
More fragrant than the jaſ*mine's rich perfume. 


In humbleſt ſtrain I woo thee, gentle Hope, 
Haply on ſome bare cliff 's aſpiring top, 
You ſtill expect the impriſon'd zephyr's wing, 
And diſtant hail the tardy ling'ring Spring. 


Warm'd by thy genial aid and vital pow'r, 
Untir'd I bear ſtern Winter's blighting hour; 
By thee my eager mind, diſtin and clear, 
Anticipates the rich and meltin g year, 


(6) 
Already Fancy paints th' ideal ſcene— 
The teeming earth regains her lively green ; 
| Foie Nature animates her faded form, 


Again in youth ſerene, in beauty warm. 


No more ſhall Cherwel! * rend his ſedgy crown 
To fee his waters flow polluted down ; 

No more, while green-hair'd nymphs 8 her mourn, 
Shall Ir droop upon her tarniſh'd urn. 


Theſe are thy bleſſings, Hope, O maid benign, 


Of pow'r, to bid the Summer ſun to ſhine, 
Though Winter's winds the face of Nature tear, 
And rudely deſolate the finking year, 


The Cberwell and Tjis are two rivers at Oxferd. 


Yet 


( 63) 
Yet fill, fair Hope, I aſk a brighter ſcene ! 


Be Graces, Virtues, in thy mirror ſeen ; 
Paint life, paint health, paint honour in my view, 


And Oh! may Time proclaim thy picture true. 
HOPE. AR IDDLE. 


Or all the world my empire does extend, 
And while that laſts my reign will never end; 
By all I'm lov'd, and almoſt all deceive, 

Yet when J promiſe next, they all believe: 

To heaven I lead, but muſt not enter there, 

In hell I cannot be, earth is my ſphere ; 

If yet in vain you ſtudy for my name, 


Search your own heart for there I ſurely am. 


BOUTS 


664) 
BOUTS RIMEEsS. 


F AIR Hope ! how much does it behove 
The man, that would life's ſweets improve, 


From anxious cares to clear his brow, | 
And raiſe to thee his ardent vow ? 
Thee, goddeſs, thee I'll till adore, 
My peace when wounded to reſtore. 
My ruffled breaſt, if thou but calm, 
Then ſeize who will the victor's palm: 
And mid life's ſunſhine, or its ſhower, 


Pll reft on thee, heart-cheering power. 


PANDORA; 


( 65 ) 


PANDORA; 
o R, 


The OA i of HOPE. 
By — SCHAUMBERG, Eſq; jun. 


As Authors write, in days of yore, 
Three thouſand years ago or more, 
When Vice was little underſtood, 
And people were ſo wondrous good, 


That through the world you ſcarce could meet 


A place like Newgate or the Fleet; 

For Beauty and for Wit renown'd, 

The toaſt of all the country round, 

There dwelt a young engaging dame, 
F 


(A 


(6) 


{A name indeed which ſounds antique 


But ſhew me now one modern Belle 
That can Pandora's charms excel,— 
So fam'd ſhe was, that ev'ry god 

Some mark of favour had beſtow'd, 
And left unlawful hands ſhould foil it, 
Plac'd conſtant guard around her toilet ; 
On which was laid, for ſhew or ſmell, 
Each neceſſary Bagatelle. 

JF But here twere endleſs to relate em; 
Pins, powder, patches, and pomatum: 
Each eſſence too had Madam got 


From lavender to burgamoet ; 


Declar d in private, Miſs was painted. 


And ſome with whom the was acquainted, 


From | 


(GG) 
From Heay'n in truth her colour came, 


So ſhe you know was not to blame. 
A box there was (thus runs the fable) 
By far the neateſt on the table, 
Which Venus there one evening laid, 
(For Venus was a cunning jade) 

And envious of her high condition 


Gave poor Pandora this commiſſion : 


« Within this box a ſecret lies 
6 Conceal'd with care from human eyes; 
« Whoſe dark contents when once reſign'd, 
« Will prove deſtruction to mankind. 
« Then keep them cloſe be ſure ; and try 
To guard 'gainſt curioſity.” 


F 2 


( 68 ) 

This ſaid. Away the goddeſs flew. 
But from the window, firſt of all, 
She watch'd her o'er the garden wall, 
And ſaw her (for ſhe'd cauſe to doubt her) 
Wrap a dark cloak of clouds about her, 
Now quite ſecure, away ſhe flew, 
Again the heav'nly gift to view, 
« In this ſame box there ſomething odd is 
& Pm ſure, and faith I ſmoke the goddeſs. 
« She envies me my happy tation, 
„And feign would hurt my reputation: 
« But fince no mortal * has ſeen us 
4 I'Il croſs your cunning, Madam Venus, 
And ſoon theſe dark contents I'll ſee,” 
With this ſhe ſeiz d a maſter key, 


( 69 ) 
And op'd the box ; when out there flew 
A ſtrange unſeeming motley crew; 


Such as Pandora well might ſtare at ; 
The refuſe of a Grubſtreet garret. 
Ill-natur'd Satire ſtood the firſt, 
(Of ev'ry evil ſure the worſt) 
Vile Authors too whole legions led, 
With ſeribbling Momus at their head, — 
The hideous ſight the could not bear, 
But ſunk into an elbow chair, 
There lay as flat as any flounder, 
With all theſe evils group'd around her: 
But waking from her firſt amazement, 
She ſent them packing through the caſement ; 
Nor car'd a ruſh whoe'er had got 'em, 
So ſhe had ſomething left at bottom. 
F 3 


( 70 ) 

Away again, as ſwift as wind, 

She ran to ſee if nought behind 

Might ſtill be left to give her pleaſure; 

For ſure the box muſt hold ſame treaſure ! 
„ Well ! now the goddeſs has prov'd kind 
* I vow (the cries), for ſee behind 

A precious jewel ſtill remains! 

« PIIl take it, for tis honeſt gains. 

But ſtooping low to ſnatch it up, 

She found it was a ſpark of Hope, 

And ſaw at laſt, to her vexation, 

That Hope had baulk'd her expectation. 


ODE 


(7) 


ODE to HOPE. 


. Hope ! thou pleaſing inmate of the breaſt! 
Parent of joy and ſource of reſt ! 
Thy gracious power and gentle ſway 
The univerſal world obey. 
Thou to the ſorrowing heart can'ft peace beſtow, 
And give the wretch a reſpite from his woe ! 
But not on life alone thy pleafares wait : 
Thy beams illumine the dark hour of fate, 
And light the ſpirits as they fy — 
To taſte the bliſs that lives above the ſky ! 
To thee, the grateful vow I pay, 
When the ſun gilds the apening day ? 
F 4 


(72) 
And when the ſhades of Eve prevail, 
Thy praiſes float upon the gale ! 
Sweet nurſe of joy, where'er I go, 
Where'er I'm doom'd to ſtray, 
Along the dreary vale of woe, 
& led as ow why way 1 1 


While lightnings flaſh and thunders roar, 

And the hoarſe billows laſh the ſhore ; 

Amid the elemental ftrife, 

Protect me from the ills of life 

Daughter of Heaven !—hear my prayer, 
And fave me from the pangs of black deſpair ! 


II. 
See, where ſhe riſes from her iron bed! 
The gaping adders hiſſing round her head. 


Now 


( 73 ). 

Now with ſolemn ſtep the goes | 

Brooding o'er her many woes; 
And now ſhe ftarts with wild diſmay, 
As if ſome horrid viſion craſs'd her way. 
Around her blood-ftain'd eyes ſhe throws, 
That ſpeak the terrors of her tortur'd ſoul ? 
Aghaſt—ſhe hears the diſtant thunders roll: 


Vengeance purſues !—with winged ſpeed ſhe flie 
I hear her ſhrieks,—T hear her yelling cries ! 
Vengeance purſues, —ſhe 8 in vain: 

Laſh'd by the ſcourge of unrelenting pain, 

From yonder lofty cliff ſhe darts into the main 


III, 
Deſpair is fled! - within the troubled wave, 
The haſty demon finds a treacherous grave, — 


Come 


( 74 ) 
Come then, . 
In flowing robe of azuze bright ! 
And let me &er thy mantle caft 
Roſes that will for ever laſt 
Not thoſe that, in the vernal bower, 
Diſplay the beauties of an hour, 


But ſuch as from AMELIA's hand receive 
The laſting charms her magic art can give ! 

Come then, ſweet Hope, and ſmile upon my ftrain ! 
But ok !—che with were rain? = | 
That round my brow the honour'd wreath might 
And Miller's voice proclaim the triumph mine ! 


( 7s ) 


Finds Thee its only friend. 


On Thee I ſtill rely; 


f 


Too H 


— Davis, Eſq; 


| O Tnou whole ſweetly pleaſing ſway, 
Our willing hearts with joy obey, 

O Hope! my prayer attend: 

The prayer of one whoſe tortur'd heart, 

Pierc'd by afflictions ſharpeſt dart, 


Midſt all the pangs which rend my breaſt 
| 
And long have robb'd my ſoul of reſt, 


For Heav'n in mercy ſent Thee here 
And bade Thee wipe the bitter tear 


That ſtreams from Sorrow's eye. 


O 


(761 


Oer all mankind Thy care extends; 
' Thy balm the guilty wretch defends, 
From madneſs, and deſpair : 
To ſtop ftern Juſtice in hee courſe, 
| Thou teacheſt him the wond”rous force, 
Of penitence, and TERS 


_ Virtue by tyrant pow'r oppreſs'd, 
Friendleſs, afflicted, and diſtreſs'd, 
By Thee is taught to riſe ; 
And, conſcious of her heav'nly birth, 
To ſcorn the narrow bounds of earth, 


. 


'Tis Thine to pierce the diſmal gloom, 

Where Sorrow weeps o'er Friendſhip's tomb, 
And hail that happy ſhore, 

Where Pleaſure ſhall for ever reign, 

Where virtuous love unites again, 


And friends ſhall part no more. 


Midſt tort'ring racks, and ſcorchin g fires, 
The hero whom Thy voice inſpires, 
In conſcious virtue brave ; 


Triumphantly reſigns his breath, 


And plucks the ſting from vanquiſh'd death, 
The vict'ry from the grave, 


(38) 


Suſtain me in that dreadful hour, 


When Nature ſhrinks 2ghaſt ; 
When Death's cold hand theſe eyes ſhall cloſe, 
And my long pilgrimage of woes, 
Shall have an end at laſt. 


When the pale lamp of life expires, 

When Reaſon calm, and Fancy's fires 
Have left my panting breaſt ; 

Oh ſtill my lovely Cherub ſtay, 


To realms of endleſs reſt. 


To 


Wu AT dreary proſpects meets the eye, 
How diſmal howls the weſtern wind, 


What ſtorms deface the azure ſky, 

And, ah ! what terrors ſeize the mind. 

Say, to illume this gloomy ſcene, 

Will no kind power its aid impart ? 

Yes, Hope, ſhe comes ſweet ſoothing queen : 
See through the ſhades her radiance dart, 
And pours a balſam on the drooping heart. 


II. She 


II. 
She in ſmiling future ſhows 
Vernal meads and valleys gay, 
Where the makes violet blows, 
And laughing Nature gives the May, 
And Summer's bl ythſome dewy eve, 
When careleſs to the grove we ſtray, 
Where jaſ mines, woodbines interweave, 
While Eglantine ſyringas gay, 
And fragrance-breathing roſes ſtrew the way. 


IIT. 
Sweet Hope, whoſe magic o'er the ſoul, 
Alike the king and peaſant find, 
All join to bleſs thy ſoft controul, 
Thou fr/t be/t friend of human kind; 


Chas'd 


( 8 ) 
Chas'd by thy ſmiles flies Care and Pain, 
And pining Love and black Deſpair, 


The roſy cherubs of thy train 
Are Pleaſure, Joy, and Fancy fair, 


And jocund Mirth, ſweet antidote to Care. 


IV. 


I woo the goddeſs to my heart, 

Oh deign to be a conſtant gueſt, 

Thy gentle ſoothing ſmiles impart, 
Throw by thy light fantaſtic dreſs, 

Thy glowing tints ſhall paint each ſcene 
That on life's toilſome ſtage appears, 
Thy magic glaſs ſhall intervene, 

And ſhield me from low thoughted cares, 
Till all my doys, my hours, thy livery wears. 


G Subject, 


X 


Subject, HARMONY. 


| © 7 loathed Diſcord, hence, 
Pois'ning the ſoul with thy unlovely din, 
That firſt was heard within 
Rude caves, midſt beings of perturbed ſenſe. 
Fly to ſome drear abode, 
Where neither ſun, nor moon, nor lively green, 
Have ever yet been ſeen—— 
There whilſt the pale inhabitants of hell 
Shrink at each hideous yell, 
Oer the grine found Darkneſs bimſelf ſhall brood. 
But hail, thou goddeſs fair and free ! 
Hail, divineſt Harmony! 
By whoſe magic power of old 
Such feats were done, in ſtory told 
| g . * 


- ( 83 ) 
As when the mariners who bore 
Arion from th' Italian ſhore, 
Check'd for a while their dark defire, 
Liſt'ning to his rapt'rous lyte. 


| Meantime along the glaſſy wave 
The ſea-born nymphs were ſeen to lave, 

Sleek Panope herſelf from far 

Smoothly gliding in her ns ; 

Till the charm'd dolphin playing round 

The gilded ſhip in ſportive bound, 

Tam'd by the wonder-working ſtrain | 

Convey'd him o'er the watry plain. 

Or as when Orpheus ſwept the ſtring, 

The nodding groves were heard to ring, 

And beaſts, as if with ſenſe endu'd, 

In fix d amazement round him ſtood 

G2 Come, 


r 


(84) 
Come, thou hidden power divine, 
And with thee, thy ſiſters join, 
Raviſhing Diverſion bring, 
Quaver ſweetly vibrating, 


Concord that raps the ſoul to joy 


Breathing Peace without alloy, 

Muſic floating on the air, 

Echo, that delights to bear 

The linked ſweetneſs round and round, 
Till Silence ſteal the dying ſound. 

O that thoſe other of thy train 

Might join their high immortal ſtrain, 
Who on the golden orbs attend, 
Harmonizing, as they bend 

Their various mazes, and fulfil 


The Great Creator's perfect will. 


But 


1 

But from this veſture of decaꝝ 
Thoſe faintly ſounds are borne away, 
In viſionary flights alone 
To the dreaming poet known, 
Who from the ſteep of ecchoing hill 
Of Contemplation takes his fill, 
While forgetful Fancy to his ears | 
Conveys the muſic of the | pheres — 

Thee, bleſt — may I find, 
T0 ſoothe the cares that rend my mind, 
When pale Misfortune round me throws 
The ſharpen'd ſenſe of real woes ; 
Whether untimely death devour 
The proſp'rous hopes and blooming flower 
Of ſome lov'd friend, whoſe worth and truth 
Hath bleſs d my ſtudious hour of youth; 

3 . 


Or med'cine fail at length to ſave 
An honour'd parent from the grave. 
But oh thy healing balm impart, 
Should Love invade my eaſy heart, 
If melting ftrains, like thine, can move 
A power fo near ally'd as Love, 
Or when imagin'd ills oppreſs 

Breeding ſelf-harming heavineſs, 
That nurſes with indulgent foll y 

The ſurly ſpirit Melancholy, | 
And, ſtill unſocial, loves to brood 

O' er pale and ſickly Solitude. 

If in ſuch dark and gloomy day 
Thy ſun may chaſe the miſts away, 


A moment yield compos'd relief, 
And ftill the turbulence of Grief. 


. 03 
Oh may I ever haunt thy bower, 


And duly hail thy magic power, 
Bending, celeſtial Harmony, 
Sweet daughter of the ſphere, to thee. 


| * 
The PowWwEARS of HARMONY. 
An ODE. 
I. 


| of the ſacred hill] to you belong 


The ame end vey of fag | 
And while your praiſes I rehearſe, 
O deign to ſmile upon my verſe ; 
Whether by Aganippe's fount you ſtray 
Or take your favourite way 


_—_ Beneath 


( 88 ) 
Beneath the fir-crown'd mountain's ſide 
= Where Avon rolls its ſullen tide : 
For oft you leave Pierian well, 
To ſeek fair Eafton's * happy grove, 
| The ſeat of Harmony and Love, 
Where Taſte, and Elegance, and Miller dwell, 


II. 
Sure, tis an heavenly voice that ſings ! 
Some hand immortal ſwecps the ſtrings ! 
To Teſ/e's lyre the magic notes did 3 
He fings—and lo the powerful ſong 
Make's Iſrael's king affrighted ſtand : 
The javelin trembles in his nerveleſs hand; 
And Vengeance, weaken'd by the dulcet ftrain, 
Strives to Erike,—but ſtrikes in vain ! 


* Bath-Eaſton Vila. 


Zach 


689) 
Each haughty paſſion in the monarch's breaſt, 
Hides its head and ſinks to reſt, 


Again he ſtrikes the lyre ! 
The lumbering tyrants of the heart 
Spread their black wings and quick depart : 
While the pleaſing ſounds inſpire, 


A purer flame,—a gentler fire! 


III. 


But hack ! —I hear REY tumultuous ſtrain 
Riſe on the breezes of the weſtern main 
From Aona's heights, the Druid throng 
Strike on 4 harps the dying fo 
Of Liberty :—th' arouſing ſounds inſpire 
Their hallow'd boſoms with impetuous fire! 


Enrag'd, 


(go ) 
Eg d, they hurry to the war 
Where Death oppoſes in his ſcythed car, 
| Their madd'ning fury ſcorns to fear 
Thꝰ uplifted ſword, the hiſſing ſpear, 
; The griefly warrior they defy; = 
They Iiv'd for freedom and for freedom die 
They ftrike their harps in death !—the awful ſound 
| - Spreads havoc and confuſion round! 
Beſide their harps the mangled forms remain, 


_— 


To glut the vulture and pollute the plain ' 
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4 IV. 1 
1 Why, gentle ſhepherd, on the mountain's brow 
With dangerous footſteps doſt thou love to go ? 

: Careleſs where thy flocks do ſtray, 
© Why doſt thou ſometimes take the dubious way 
Vo” 75 Within 
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Within the thorny tanglings of the G. 


Or where the willow weeps beſide the h? 
Has Amaryllis' voice thy boſom charm'd, * 
And all thy tender feelings warm'd 
With anxious love and ſoft deſire ? 
Return, thou penſive ſwain, the amorous fice | 
O make the reed declare thy flame, 
And teach the echoes Amaryllis name ! 
Thy notes ſhall ſteal into her breaſt 
And, with their ſoft'ning power, controul 
The ſecret wiſhes of her ſoul ! ; 
O let her hear thy tender ftrain ! 
Lur'd by the ſound ſhe'l quit the plain; 
She'll ſoon like thee, devoid of reſt," 
Stray *mid the tanglings of the wood, 
Or where the willow weeps beſide the flood : 
Thy 


2 ( 92) 


Thy warblings ſweet will her fond paſſion move; 
And bend her alter'd foul to thee and love 


V. 

O turn not thine attentive ear N 
To-thoſe fweet ſounds, thou lovely boy ! 
Thoſe pleaſing ſounds tis death to hear; 
They only ſoothe you to deftroy ! 

Tis Circe fings,—to tempt you to her bower : 
There hath ſhe ſcatter'd every ſweeteſt flower : 
But midſt the flowers do poiſonous adders lie, 
And her enchanting bowers but lead to infamy ! 


Turn, turn thine eyes to where yon circling train 


Enjoy the pleaſures of the plain ! 
Go join their dance,—go join their ſong ; 


With them the feſtive hours prolong 


4 * a * 
rr Og ee En ores 5 
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1 
In harmleſs ſports and merry glee, 
To ſound of rural minſtrelſy ! 
Their pleaſures Virtue doth attend ; 


For Pleaſure there is Virtue's friend 


VI. 
The paſſions riſe—again they die 
By the power of Harmony 
The ſoft lute ſoothes the lover's pains ! 
The trumpet ſounds in martial ftrains ; 
And lo ! the veteran, mark'd with many a ſcar, 
Haſtes impatient to the war : 
While to the pealing choir tis given 


To raiſe th* enraptur'd ſoul to heaven 


VII. TOW 


Here ceaſe my ſimple lyre! 
Tamer bards.to nobler heights aſpire ! 

; | . Let them, with bolder pinion, try 

1 To tree the courſe of that fix'd Harmony 


7 Which Nature, all obedient, hears; 

t 3 | Which marks the day and marks the hour, 
— 
And through creation bears the heavenly power ! 

: Z 1 only ſtrike the ſounding ſhell, 


In poor and in expreſſive verſe, to tell 


'That Muſic's power can controul 
The paſſions of the human ſoul : 
That all the grace and harmony of ſong 
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To Miller's poliſh'd mind belong 
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On the PoWERRS of HARMONY. 


Miſs Davis. 


H arr, 6d Eauy diss! 
Parent of the tuneful Nine; 

Power ſupreme, who can controul 
Each varying paſſion of the ſoul : | 


Can fire with rage, ean pity move, 


Or melt the frozen heart to love: 
Fach tranſport to the feeling heart; 


Een fierceſt beaſts thy power to ſhow 


* 


While the flocks that graze the land, 
Huſh'd in mute attention ſtand : 
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Their wildneſs leave and gentle grow : 
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( 96.) 
All univerſal ſpirit tell 
Chiefly where thou deign'ſt to dwell : 


Shall I court thee in the glade, 
Where zephyrs whiſper through the ſhade ? 


| While from every vernal ſpray 

| The feather'd ſongſters chaunt their lay, 
Till Echo catch the dulleſt ſound, 
Aud foftly ſweet the notes rebound ; 
While the fountain bubbling near 
Seems to ſay thou reigneſt there, 
No, tis at Miller's poliſh'd ſeat, 
Where Vit, and Tafte, and Genius meet; 
Where every Muſe has choſe to rove, 
And every Grace that * to love: 
When thus encircled ſhe appears, 
And fweetly charms our lift ning ears 


* 


With 


(3 ” 
With ſounds that equal Phœbus' Iyre, 
And can the coldeſt breaft infpire : 


'Tis there ſweet Harmony we own 


Thou reign'ſt triumphantly alone. 
HAPPINESS. 
By the Rev. Mr. JENNER, 


O Tuou our firſt and chiefeſt care, 


The object of each wiſh and prayer, 
The end we all purſue, 


How ſhall I trace thy ſecret road ? 
Where find thy ever bleſt abode, 
Reveal'd, alas ! to few ? 


2 * 


(98) 


Gan Wealth or Power thy favour claim ? 
' Can Virtue or exalted Fame 
Obtain thy ſmile or love ? 
Shall I purſue thee to the cell 
| Where venerable Hermits dwel! 


In cool ſequeſtered grove ? 


Art thou (O tell me) to be found 
Amidf gay Pleaſure's giddy round 
That Mirth and Joy entwine ? 
Or doſt thou place thy bliſsful ſeat _ 
In Solitude's belov'd retreat, 
Thou plant of ſeed divine ? 


(99) 


Shall giddy Youth, or ſilver Age, 
Thy envied Protheus form engage, 
Or fubele Science pleaſe ? 
Or doſt thou ſhun the learned ſtores 
Enraptur'd Knowledge ſtill explores, 
For Indolence and Eaſe 


Or doſt thou rather fill thy throne 


In the contented mind alone 


Which Truth and Honour guide ? 
I ſee thee in thy beauties dreſt, 


In Virtue's lovely form confeſt, 


Aſſociate by thy fide. 


( 100 ) 
Then let me reſt and here reveal 
Tub unerring diQtate which I feel, 
And each alike may find ; 
That Happineſs to all is known, 
Who ſeek with humble heart the boon, 
To no one ſpot confin'd. 


9 


Subject, HAPPINESS. 


By —— A—K—x—r, Eſq; 


On. Happineſs ! thou much deſired good, 
So ſeldom found, ſo little underſtood ; 
Thy power, reſiſtleſs, all the world obey, : 
And every beating boſom owns thy a : 


For thee, the merchant quits the bed of eaſe, 


And tempts the dangers of the wintry ſeas; 


„ —— — 
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In hopes that you, ſweet nymph, may come at laſt, 
And well reward him for his labours paſt ; 
But, ah | how vain are all his air-built ſchemes, 
New hopes till riſe, and diſappoint his aims. 
The ſtateſman, anxious to acquire a name, 
Thinks to poſſeſs thee in the breath of fame; 
Thiough the falſe medium of ambition ſees, : 
And at each ſtep he riſes hopes for eaſe ; 
But ftill, ſome higher ſtep that muſt be gain'd 
Poiſons the ſweets of all he has obtain'd. 
Then ſay, thou ſweet enſlaver of the mind, 
| Thou fairy dream, thou being undefin'd, = 
Where may we hope thy bleſs'd abode to find ? 
Can Wealth, which rules mankind with tyrant ſway, 
With all its boaſted powers procure thy ſtay ? 


* 


H 3 Can 


TE. 

Can it relieve the ſorrow-ſmitten heart, 

Or from infirmity bid pain depart ? 

Alas! the ſons of fortune all will own, 

That cares invade the ſofteſt beds of down : 
Since then, not Wealth, with all its gaudy train, 
Can the wiſh'd lot of Happineſs obtain; 

Grant me, ye powers, that I may paſs my life, 
Far from the madding croud's tumultuous ſtrife ; 
In ſome lone ſpot, where, unreftrain'd by art, 
Ss Nature may her charms impart ; 

Far mov'd from diffipation's giddy round, 

For Happineſs is there but ſeldom found : 

: Bleſs'd with a wife, the miſtreſs of my braſs 

In whoſe fond boſom all my cares may reſt : 

Let her poſſeſs a tender, feeling mind, 

By ſweeteſt ſenſibility refin'd : 


An 


( 103 ) 


An heart, that can with ſympathetic glow 
Share in a brother's joy, a brother's woe : 
A temper even, and „ clear, 
Gentle as Zephyrs, and as Truth ſincere. 
| Let fortune then a competence beſtow, 

Neither profuſely great, nor meanly low; 
Enough to anſwer ſimple Nature's ends, 
And ſhare our bleſſings with ſome choſen friends: 
From each year's income we'll conſign a part, 
To ſoothe the ſorrows of the ſuff ring heart: 
To wipe affliction from the widow's eye, 
Or feed the hungry poor that wanders by: 
And when our ſtore denies the pow'r to give, 
We'll pity then the wretch we can't relieve. 
Thus cheaply bleſs'd, unknowing care or ftrife, 
With Delia and my friends I'd paſs my life : 
H 4 


( 104 ) — 
And if at length of Happineſs I miſs, 
FoiPs in thoſe ſcenes of fondly-fancied bliſs ; 
Wich grief I'l lay the dear deluſion down, 


And dying, ſeek for her in worlds unknown. 


— — — — — ww» <-> 22 1 —— - m— 


Subject, BEAUTY. 


I. 


err. the theme, and Chloe bids me ſing. 
Beauty's a frail and fading thing, 
It ſhines the meteor of an hour. 
Yet whilſt it laſts, ths great, the ſmall, - —— 
The rich, the no, the ſhort, and tall, 
Confeſs the pretty Tyrant's power, 


II. But 


( —_ 


II. 


But Chloe, beautiful and young, 

Though fairer than the faireſt ever an 
Fail'd of that heart ſhe wiſh'd to take. 

Her forward carriage, Heaven be praiſed ! 


Subdu'd that flame her beauty raiſed, 


And ſoon proclaim'd her for a rake. 


III. 
Know, Chloe, *tis not a coquetiſh air, 


But Virtue, ſtamps the merit of the fair, 


5 The ſame to-morrow as to-day. 
With modeſty denied to thee, 
Wich goodneſs (ah, too good for me !) 


Thus — bore my heart away. 


— 


IV. She, 


| IV. 
She, harmleſs Nymph, with cautious fear, 
Suſpects the offering of a heart 3 
I wiſh my faireſt would but try me. 
For her I muſt for ever pray, | 
With her I could for ever ſtar, 
And careleſs let the world go by me. 


On BEAUTY. 
By the Rev. Mr. GR—v—5. 
| Br AUT Y the theme, — the vocal firing 
Once more I tune thy power to ſing, 


But—can a day, a vacant hour, 


i Suffice to ſing fair Beauty's power, 


( 107 ) 
Whole praiſes have adorn'd the page 
Of every Bard, of every Sage, 
Ambitious to poſſeſs the bays, 


From Plato's and from Homer's days? 
25 


Myſterious ſource of love and joy 
What daring tropes ſhall I employ, 
What glowing tints thy charms to dreſs ? 


| Which, ah ! I feel, but can't expreſs. 


E'er riſing from the purpled main, 
The Loves and Graces in her train, 
Bright Venus claim'd thee for her own *, 


Through Nature's works thy power was known. 


® The Queen of Beauty, 


( 108 ) 

In evening clouds of flaming gold, 
Beauty enthron'd in ftate behold |! 
Or with the dewy morning riſe 
Refulgent from the Orient ſkies, 
| Awful ſhe rules thoſe orbs of light, 
That glitering deck the wintry night: 
Nor with ſuperior luſtre glows 
In the chaſte lily or the role. 


In works of art, her power the ſame, 
Aﬀuming fair Proportion's name, 
'The marble column's ſtately height 
And ſwelling * enchant our ſight. 


But, 


( 109 ) 
But, in the dance ſee Delia e move 


Majeftic as the Queen of Love. 

There Beauty's charms complete appear, 
Her various powers are centred there. 
How vain are all the toils of art - 

To decorate each lovely part, 

Where, Nature's gift, her charming ſoul 
pervades and animates the whole! 

With brilliant gems from India's mines, 
Her ivory neck encircled ſhines. 

With lawn and lace her boſom veil'd, 
Ten thouſand charms there lie conceal'd: 
Her robe with richeſt foliage blooms ! 
The glory of the Britiſh looms ! 


®* The Author probably means 45 Lady A, * 9—— 
Mifs C——, or Miſs D —- 


Delia, 


i ob 
Delia, thus pompouſly trick'd out, 
We think her beautiful no doubt: 
But oh ! remove that veil of dreſs, | 
And Beauty's ſelf our eyes would bleſs. 
April 14, 1774. 
Induitur formoſa eft, exuitur ipſa forma. 


Subjet, BEAUTY. 


On ſeeing Miſs Haywood in the Gardens at 
| 8 — Villa 


T. E Goddeſs of Beauty with exquiſite pain, 
Was ſought for by Cupid, . ſought for in vain, ; 
When thus the blind urchin proclaim'd in the ſtreets, | 
Whoever the beautiful wanderer meets, | 


And 


C 283-3 
And will give an account of the place whete the is, 


The greateſt reward I can give ſhall be his: 
To the form I deſcribe your adit beſtow, 
And I'm ſure you my mother from thouſands will know; 
For the charms of her face and a glance of her eyes, 
In ſpite of indifference, forces ſurpriſe, | 

Ten thouſand ſoft beauties appear in hs form, 

The Graces themſelves do cach action adorn, 

What painter can draw or poet expreſs, 

The elegant ncatneſs and caſe of her dreſs : 
Ambitious to gain the Blind Boy on my ſide, 

To what he had faid thus with joy I reply'd : 

Oh Cupid ! ſweet God, whom I've always ador'd, 
Fair Venns ſhall ſoon to your arms be reſtor'd, 

For by your deſbription (unleſs it deceives) 

I'm ſure I can tell where the Goddeſs now is. 


6 - lead 


( 112 
I lead him to Miller's, and there in the grove, 


I thew'd (as I thought her) the Goddeſs of Love. 
How great was his wonder, * much his ſurpriſe, 
When firſt he beheld fair Haywoed's bright eyes; 

He gas d on each feature, and ſtudy'd each grace 
Which added freſh luſtre, and charms to her face. 
Ive poſſible, Heavens ! with raptures, he cry'd, 
There can be ſuch beauty, untainted with pride. 


Though you've been in an error, fond mortal, he ſaid, 


Yet ftill all my loſſes are amply repaid : 
In ſearch of my mother, in vain I may rove, 
Then henceforth be Haywod the Goddeſs of Love. 


WHAT 


** 


(m3) 
War 1s BE A UTY? 


Brau- v tou unexhauted theme, 
Fantaſtic viſionary name, 
To clime or ſubjeft unconſin'd, 

The ſportive produce of the mind, 
Capricious object of our love, 

As paſſion or as fancy move, | 
What e'er thy eſſence men obey, 
An all reſpectuous homage pay. 


The Lover fighs for charms divine, 
And bends at lovely Delia's ſhrine ; 
His incenſe offers to the fair, 

1 


( 114 ) 
The Miſer views it in his pelf, 
The Macaroni in himſelf, 
nnn 
Another his concluſion draws 


From Nature, and from Nature's laws; 


Tranſported, views the roſy morn, 


The golden glories of the field, 
That Ceres and Pomona yield. 


| Newton and F erguſon agree 
Tis center'd in Philoſophy, 

In Optics, Fluids, Vegetation, 
In Motion, and in Gravitation E 
While F. ancy takes A different courſe, 
And Sportſmen deiſy a horſe. 


Each flower, and dew-beſpangled thorn, 


What's 


| 115 J 


| What's Beauty then, ſince all the prize 
As Fancy diQates analyſe ? 
Ladies, attend whilſt I unveil 
The ſecret moral of the tale: 
Though in enum objects ſeen, 
| Yet ſeex the real gem within: 
In Virtue tis beſt underſtood : 
'Tis Truth, 'tis Moral Reftitude. 


The PLEASURES of Town compared 
with thoſe of the Counter. 


uus, Feb. 27» 1775- 
L. T others love, at early morn, 


To rouſe the deer with hund and han; 
1 2 5 Or, 


( 216 } 


Or, levelling with certain aim, 
Arreſt with death the flying game; 
Or, to avoid the ſultry heat 
an 
And in a fragrant myrtle grove 
Pipe forth ſoft ſonnets to their love; 
Or in mild eve delight to ſtray 
Through verdant ranks of new-mown hay; 
And when the arbitreſs of night, 
Pale Zuna, pours ber radiant light, 
Wander through the friendly ſhade 
To ſome diſtant woodland glade, 
Where Philamel adown the vale 
| Sweetly pours her plaintive tale; 
Or liſten with ſerene delight 
To the ſolemn bird of night.— 


a> 


wy) 
To me ſuch ſcenes no joy impart, 
Theſe with no tranſport warm my heart ; 


For can the ſtraw-roof d cot or cell 

Where humble peaſants ſolely dwell, 

Exceed what art commands to riſe— 

Structures high pointed to the ſkies ? 

Or ſay—Can brown Buroma vis 

With Belinda's piercing eye? | 

Or can Blouzelind compare 

Witz Clara, faireſt of the fair ?— 

Let thoſe who vulgar beauties prize 

Above the charms of Celia's eyes, 

From joys of Town afar retire 

To taſte the ſweets which they inſpire, 

And with Sparabella rove 

Through the verdant bow'r and grove.;— 
225 


Enns) 
But rather would 1 with to ftray 


Where ſofter Beauty leads the way, 
Where Chloe's Nps diſtil perfume, 
And Delia's eyes pronounce our doom : 
(Perchance at Miller's gay RETREAT, 
Where Mirth and ſprightly Wit attend, 
And court their PATRONESS and FRIEND : ) — 
| Elſe led by Beauty's winning call 

To view the Graces at a ball, 

On ſwifteſt wings of love I mount 
Once more to viſit Bladud's fount ; 
Hh, artalet dy is fs, 

Let my frequent ſteps repair 

Here let me enamour'd view 


Fragrant lips of roſy hue, 


And 


— ———— ＋1m—¹ĩ—— 
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And imbibe, with aching heart, 
The pleaſing pain of Cupid's dart 
Then let thoſe, whom Fancy leads 
To cragged rocks, and verdant meads, 
Or to deep and darkſome cells 

Where penſive Contemplation dwells, 
Unenvy'd wander ever free ; 


(BrAurv has greater charms for me). 
Kings may rule with awful ſway, 
While the liſt ning tribes obey 
Princes may unenvy 'd reign, 

IF with Celia L remain; 

If with her alone I rove, 


All is Extaſy and Love. 


( n20 ) 


To Mrs. MILLER. 

The PLEASURES of the Town and 
CounTry compared. 
Jas BurGess, Eſq; 


Subject, Acroftic ; and Bouts Rimées. 


Bleft Queen of Eaſton's happy bowers, ah hear! 
| Abſent I figh, and wiſh myſelf more near, 
T by wit, thy charms, by rival poets ſung 
H ave ſages pleas'd, and fir'd the ardent young. 
E xtatic joys relide beneath thy | ſhade, 
A bove thoſe ſhows which courtly pomp has made. 
8 ill may kind Fate your tuneful band defend, 
T he world to charm, and Genius to befriend : 
Oh! may each Belle more lovely ftill appear, 
N or &*r delights of Toyn like rovr's endear, 


( 121 ) 


Subject, CHRISTMAS GAMBOLS. 


By — Dicsy, Eſq; 


Ix our forefathers rude but honeſt days, 
When Mirth ſincere, though homely, had its praiſe z 
E'er Chriſtmas ** and puddings were diſgrac'd, 
Or Hoſpitality grew out of taſte ; 

This was the ſeaſon when, with hearty cheer, 
They grateful crown'd the labours of the year : 
Profuſion deck'd each hoſpitable board, 

Plenty, not elegance, was then the word : 

With huge firleins the loaded tables groan'd, 
And Britain's ſons their country's glory own'd : 
The ſpacious hall with ſacred garland's dreft, 


Welcom'd fincere each uninvited gueſt ; 


( 222 ) 

Mirth then ſhone bright in every ruſtic face, 
And heighten'd Nature's unaffeted grace. 
The comely maid, of rural beauties vain, 


The pride and envy of the village train, 

Her gloſſy locks, with gaudy . dreſt, | 

That in looſe ringlets wanton'd on her breaſt ; 

Her chooks the bloom of health alone adorn'd, 

Nor then was Nature's RUDDIER PENCIL fcorn'd, | 

Yet was her form ſet off with every art 

Which conntry luxury could then impart : 

Not negligent in dreſs, but, taught by Love, 

She knew full well each beauty to improve; 

For Love alone can every grace ſupply, 

And add new luftre to the brighteft eye. 

"Twas Love, not Fortune, led her early feet, 

At morning's dawn, the favour'd ſwain to meet: 
The 


(Enz) 


The ominous kiſs, beneath the hallow'd bongh, 
Confirm'd the happy Colin's plighted vow. 

| In feaſts and jocund ſports they paſs'd the day, 
And Winter's tedious hours beguil'd away. 
Their tables cover'd with ſubſtantial cheer, 

And crown'd with canns of ſtout October beer, 
And the rich nectar of the waſſel bowl, 

Who ſpicy draughts inſpir'd the dulleſt ſoul, 
With pipe and tabor's animating ſound, ” 
And fiddles harſher notes the walls reſound. 
Sudden, with aukward ſtep, the ſwains advance, 
And — maidens lead the artleſs dance. ” 
Dancing was then by Nature only taught, 

E'er ſage profeſſors had from Gallia brought 
The Balance, the Pus de Rigadon, 

And all the mazes of the Cotillen. : 


= heir 
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Their joys were ſimple, to their manners fit, 
Their laugh was loud, and rather coarſe their wit. 
No modern arts of luxury they knew, | 


Though few their pleaſures, yet their wants were few, 


Yet let not fondneſs for theſe ancient days 
Deny to modern times their ſhare of praiſe : 
Science extended, Wit and Taſte refin'd, 

And all the great improvements of the mind, 
More poliſh'd manners, and the art to pleaſe, 
And * with Knowledge unaffected Eaſe: 


Theſe are our boaſts, and theſe may well ſupply 


The loſs of barbarous Hoſpitality. 
And what! though Vice more tempting now appears, 
Vet Virtue too a fairer viſage wears; 


Nor 


<( ms ) 
Nor (ccnſcious of their pow'r) will ſhe diſdain 


T'admit the lovely Graces in her train. 
Yet ſay not Hoſpitality is fled, 
| And Mirth no longer rears her drooping head 
On Avor's banks the Siſters blithe once more 
Have fx'd THEIR COURT, and glad his peaceful ſhore : 
Not in their old unſeemly garments ſeen, 
But Ta/te and Elegance adorn their mien: 
' They ſee renew'd their ancient Chriſtmas feof, 
And every Muſe a new and favourite gueſt; 
For MiLLEex's call what Muſe will diſobey, 


Where Wit and feſtive Humour point the way. 


For her (Ax PATRONEss) th' advent ' Tous Bard, 
On trembling wing, this humble flight has dar'd ; 


5 Nor 
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Nor yet ambitious of a poet”s fame, 
Her kind indulgence. is his only claim: 
And if theſe artleſs, unharmonious lays 
Gain but her ſmiles, he aſks no other praiſe, 


The CHRISTMAS GAM BOLS. 
OY —— BovcnrTon, Efq; 
As Chriſtmas Gambols are our theme, 
Let's ſearch through good old times, 
And ſkim, where'er we Can, 0 cream 
Ot Gambols, for our rhymes, 


Full many X good old game 's forgot, 
In theſe inſipid days, . 

Which, if old folks believ'd may be, 
Well worthy were of praiſe. 


FW ( _ ) 


"Twas in that merry Monarch's reign, 


When Charles o'er Britain fway'd, 
Court dames, and lords of high renown, 


Each night ſome Gambol play'd. 


I have premis'd, *twas ancient times 
When kings ſuch games did chooſe, 

At Weſtmin/ter each night to play _ 

The Royal Game of Guoſe. 


Oft would the king with deans dame, 
Carouſe it o'er the bowl, 

And then would play the ſprightly game, 
"Yclept My Lady's Hole. 


We'll 


( 18 ) 


We'll viſit now the City dames, 
The frequent pranks that here are play'd, 
Makes Chriſtmas all the year. 


Ah ! could their worſhips but divine, 
Each neighbour might, to play agree 
At Cuckolds All-a-Row. 


The Town to quit for Country ſports, 
Will give us better cheer : 
| The paſtimes we'll not all recite, 
That's play'd in Bed-fordfbire. 


( 9 ). 


At villages and market towns, 


The lads the laſſes wheedle, 
. Each evening in the holidays, 
y To play at Thread my Needle, 


But when the weather proves unkind, 


As oft theſe times betide, 


Some parties play at Blind Adan's Buff, 
And others Heoopers-hide. 


Full many a laſs this game doth rue, 
Both rich as well as poor, 
Far better had they learnt to play 


At Beat Knave out of Door. © 


7 


Whilit 
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Whilf in the parlour cards are play'd, 
Or novels ſhall be read, 
The ſervants ſhall the Slipper hunt 
And mould the Cechle Bread. 


| Each lady has her hobby-horle, 

Few men without their poney; 
May Laugh and lie down be my lot, 
With Luo, and Matrimony. 


x 


And, now I've done, this þ boon I crave, 
"Twill make my Muſe to amble, 


(For tir d ſhe is) 2 ſprig you'll give, 
The Maſter of the Cambol. 


CHRISTMAS © 
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CHRISTMAS GAMBOLS. 


By James Burcess, Eſq; 


TIME was, when nought the ſocial mirth controul'd, 

But Britons revell'd, hardy, rough, and bold; | 

Regarded Chriſtmas as a gen'ral feaſt, 

Where pleaſure reign'd, and evi labour ceaſed. 

Then, when ſtern Winter cloath'd the hardened 
ground, . 

The jocund voice of mirth was heard around: 

They felt no froſt, when warm'd with fav'ry pies, 

And humming liquor made them ſtorms defpiſe. 

Rouſed by the din, old Care the banquet fied, 


And hoary Winter ſeemed to hide his head. 


| See where they ſit ! all ranks, all toils forgot, 
Refolved to ſhare one equal happy lot: 
OY How 


( 132 ) 
How with loud burſt of joy their ſides they ſhake 


When King and Queen divide the huge Twelfth 
„ 

Or if at Blindman's Buff an hour they paſs, 

Faſts binds her lover's eyes the dext'rous laſs, 

Then turns him looſe ; all ſeek ſome ſecret ſhade, 
While chairs and ſtools his ſuffering ſhins invade : 

But, if the Juckleſs lout ſhould chance to fall, 


What ſhouts of laughter eccho through the hall. 


Such Time once was : now turn another page, 
See what Time is in this politer age. 5 
Such clowniſh pranks, ſuch frolics we diſdain, 
To guzzle ale, or laugh at others” pain; 


By learning, commerce, and by arts refin'd, 


At length we feel new pleaſures in the mind: 


Chriſtmas 


( 13) 

Chriſtmas exulting ſees a calmer ſcene, = 
And changes noify mirth for joy ſcrene. 

No more of manners rude and ſtern we boaſt, 
Nor ſcorn the produce of our neighb'ring coaſt ; 
But bleſt with truer taſte, we ſtrike the lyre, 
And feel our boſoms warm'd with heavenly fire: 
Then fog each lovely nymph in ſmootheſt verſe, 
Each beauty praiſe, and ev'ry grace rehearſe. 
Alike uncurſt by Envy, baneful gueſt, 

Or Hate, that ſcorpion of the human breaſt, 

; We ſee perfections riſe in ev'ry line, | F 
Where decent Wit and Sentiment combine. 


Taſte felt the change, and, leaving Latium's coaſt, 


O'er Britiſh minds her empire deigns to boaſt ; 
Here fix'd her ſtandard, here preferr'd to reign, 
And MILLER choſe, the leader of her train, 

| K 3 
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Yet a few moments lend, ye Fair! and fee 
What fate will fill attend; what Time ſhall be. 
A Time ſhall come, ſe ſtrict the fatal doom, 


When lovely White, when Pitt no more ſhall bloom, 


When the freſh roſe on Fenning's cheek ſhall fade, 
And age * Analis's lacks with ſnow ſhall ſhade : 
Then ſhall remembrance of their former joy, 
And time well-ſpeot the pleaſing hours employ ; 
Then ſhall a lovely offspring round them wait, 
And liſt'ning catch the ſtory they relate: 

Mark how each art was tried to grace the mind, 
How roſe the Muſes, how the world refin'd; 
When, from thick clouds emerging, Wit appear'd, 
And from the ſacred vaſe ſhone forth revered. 


'T was then we join'd the tuneful band, they'll ſay, 


Then ſtruck the chords, and ſung the pleaſing lay; 


» Lady Amelia Ker. 


In 


(ws) 

= In tend'reſt ſtrains each youth then ſpoke his love, 
Which all might charm, which Przzcy might approve; 
For Pixxcr then in thoſe bleſt ſhades was found, 

| Not leſs for virtues than for rank renown'd. 
Fired by the tale they catch the heav'aly fame, 
And eager burn to emulate he fame, 


Thrice hail, ye happy times ! what endleſs flores 
Of Wit ſhall then falute thefe happy fhores ! 

Then future Millers ſhall appoint the prize, 

While future Percys, future Lothians riſe, 


ODE on the NEW YEAR. 
—— 1 


Tar n... I would fing! 
Aid me, ye Muſes, while I touch the ſtring ! 


K 4 Ye, 
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Ye, who the power of Time defy, 
Cloth's in the robes of Immortality ! 


| Where'er I turn mine eyes his power appears, 
Trampling on the waſte of years ! 
Egypt and all her ſages are no more 
Proud Babylon is levell'd to the ground 
Where once ſhe ſtood the prowling lions roar, 
And fright the deſert with their hideous found ! 


II, 
See, where the ſtately towers arilc ! 
The gilded turrets glitter in the ſun ! 
\ Art raig'd the fabric, and defies 


The power of Time to bring its ruin on ! 


Around, the winding riv'lets flow ! 
On every bank the roſes blow ! 


« 137 9 ©» + 
There Fancy tries ker utmoſt power 
To rear the pile and deck the bower ; 
The linnet there on every ſpray 
Warbles forth its tender lay; 
And philemel, in every grove, 
Tunes the dulcet ſong of love! 
But ſoon the ſplendid viſion melts away! 
„e by the hand of Time the towers decay, 
And all their glories fade ! 
Low in the duſt the boaſted fabric's laid! 
Around its walls no more the riv'lets flow; 
No more upon its banks the roſes blow ! 
Within its bowers the deadly nightſhade creeps ; 
Within its groves the pois'nous ſerpent ſleeps ! 
Where once the linnet tun'd its tender lay, 


The inauſpicious raven wings his way! 
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| Where philomela ſung the ſong of love, 

The ſhrieking rats in airy morrice move | 
Art views the ruin'd ſcene, the crumbled tower, 
And fighing,—yields to Time's ſuperior power! 


III. 
What mournful ſounds are thoſe I hear? 
Suse ſome dire ruſſian from the mother's breaſt ” 
Doth the affrighted infant tear! 
Oh no !—tis Cupid's loud alarms 
And bitter cries that fill the air 
Seiz'd by the hand of Time, the ſtruggling boy 
6 In anguiſh views the fatal ſhears 
| Which the hoary victor bears 
His fluttering pinions to deftroy ! 


But ah! he ſtrives in vain, — nor can Love's tender cry 


Appeaſe the ftern, relentleſs deity ! 
8 IV. And 


( 19 ) 


IV. 
And cannot Beauty force him to obey ? 
Nor * Dutton's form, nor Dutton's grace 


Nor all the charms of her angelic face 


Can turn the tyrant from his deftin'd way 
Thine eyes, thou lovely Maid, will ceaſe to thine 6 
bright! 1 | 
Thy flowing treſſes muſt be grey! : 
Thy ſmiles no more will give delight ö 
Thoſe looks which ſeem by Heaven defign'd 
To tell the virtues of thy mind, 
All, all muſt haſten to decay ! | 
Reſtrain thy cruel hand, O Time 
Nor cut the beauteous flower in its prime ! 5 
O turn the blaſting wind aſide, 
And let it grow the garden's pride ! 


( 140 ) 


For Virtue's ſake that laut · pare, 
Which Virtue doth delight to wear 


V. 
On Avon's verdant bank reclin'd, 

While the clear ſtream receives the gentle wind, 
I view the paſſing wave, and as it flows, 
Mark how the year in filence goes ! 

The wave is paſt, —the year is — : 
Ah me !—how ſwift the years have flown away, 
Since firſt I felt the genial ſun ; 
| Since firſt my infant eyes beheld the day 
And ſoon, perhaps, the time may come 
That brings the irrevocable doom 

When I ſhall feel the genial ſun no more, 

And the ſhort, feveriſh day of life be o'er ' 


But | 


( 14x ) 
But know, ſtern Fate, I do not fear the hour 


When I muſt bend to thy almighty power; 
And though around my path no rules grow; 
Though early wrinkles mark my face, 
And my head bears —— ſnow. 


I never, never will repine ; 


If Time but ſpares the mental grace, 


If the ſoft feelings of the heart be mine! 


A ſerious ODE on NEW YEAR's DAY. 
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Or time, of months, and fleeting years, 


Unconſcious, we purſue 


Th' ideal phantom Happineſs, 
In ſeeking ſomething new. 


Pregnant 


a1) 
Pregnant with joy yon bluſhing dawn 

Freſh tranſport ſeems to give, 
Which man, for nobleſt purpoſe born, 
Vain man forgets to live. 


Still ſomething *midft life's pleaſing toils 
e the bannen baun 5 | 
With anxious ſteps we ſtill purſue 

A ſomething unpolleſt. | | 


Till age and diſappointment prove 
This maxim ever clear, 


In vain we look for ſolid bliſs, 
There's nought but ſhadows here. | 


Think 


(143) 
Think not, ye Fair, the riſing year 
Aught novel can beſtow 85 
Life's but at beſt a chequer'd ſcene 


Of pageantry, of woe. 


And while this buſy maze we tread, 

8 Though both alternate reign : 

Ah! think how tranſient is the bliſs, 
How permanent the pain. 


Ye jocund ſwains who fondly hope 
For many years in ſtore ; 

Live, as you'd wiſh that you had liv'd 
When Time ſhall be no more. 


( 144 ) 
With critic eye each year revie 
Paſt levities of youth, 
And conſecrate the future hour 


To Penitence and Truth. 


Correct hate er obſtructs the way 

To Sion's bleſt abode : 

No more adopt the ſenſual plan, 
Henceforth the Man of God. 


Say, have you with a lenient hand 


E'er ſooth'd the orphan's moan ; 


Or have you made, by ſympathy, 


The widow's pangs your own ? 


Have 


( 145 ) 


w 


WE 1 here eee 


Have you ben penury and pain 
E' er wip'd the ſilent tear? 
Or have you praQtis'd, as you ought, | 
Each moral virtue here ? l 
With tranſport then no more await 
Yon bright reyolving ſun, 
But to be bleſt amend the paſt 
If aught is yet undone. 


Before the ſolemn trumpet ſounds 


From vain deluſions free, 


Before the bubble burſts, and Time 


Sinks in ETERNITY, 


(16 ) 


. On ELEGY, or Ex xCIAC Coupos fr iox. 
Wu CELIA 
— by Science artleſsly I drew, 

Thy picture, Celia ! goddeſs ever gay, 
Theſe flights of fancy dedicate to you, 

And cloſe theſe lines in compliment to GR Av. 


Ye fond admirers of this fleeting age 
Ye tuneful bards of an enlighten'd birth ! 
Permit not ſmooth and elegiac page, 
To fix her reign in cold plebeian earth, 


Ope your FAM'D VILLA's hoſpitable door, 


Leave glitt'ring courts, and all the pomp of kings, 
Thoſe flow'ry paths which angels muſt adore 
Obtain protection from their mantling wings. 
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LL 
In that fiveet ville's ſhady calm retreat, 
Where many a day we paſs in ſocial eaſe, 
Where many a dull and tedious hour we cheat, 
In ſports ſo harmleſs which delight and pleaſe, 


Fail, penſive Elegy !—for thee I mourn : 
| Hail! the ſoft charm of thy prolific lay; 


With joyful ſmiles I welcome thy return, 
And ſhed, in gratitude, a tear for Gray. 
22 ͤ ⁰ to 
The Subject, ELEGY. 
An EL EG W on the Death of EL IZA. 
. ſad reflection cer call forth a thought, 
To wound the heart with ſorrows yet unknown : 
Or ſhew how dear the ſweets of life are bought ; 
| Which ſcarce are taſted, but as ſoon are flown. | 
L 2 Too 
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Too ſure twould ſtamp for ever on my mind, 
How once Eliza's converſe I enjoy d: 

How once I taſted ev'ry bliſs refin'd, 
Which now the fates have cruelly deny d. 


Who but had ſigh'd to view that ſpotleſs maid, 
When firſt I ſaw her, innocent and gay: 


When all the Loves and Graces round her play d; . 


Ev'n Envy hid her face and ſtole away. 


Such goodneſs did her ev'ry look declare! 
Harmonious numbers dwelt upon her tongue: 

Her death had made the Stoic drop a tear, 

To ſee ſuch excellence depart ſo young. 


Reaſon 


o 
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Reaſon were vain, or philoſophic art, 

To calm my grief fince fair Eliza's flown : 

Since Death copitylng wing'd his fatal dart : 
Stole her from life, and lodg'd her in the tomb. 


8 Subject, ELEGY, 


L ON G may the Muſes give the poliſh'd mind 
Pleaſures which Taſte and Genius only find. 

But tell me, Miller, how ſhall we explore, 

The higheſt A amidft their ſacred ſtore? 

To all it vale for as fancy guides 

Our judgment follows what our heart decides, 

To Wit, to Humour, ſome decree the prize, 

Whilſt others view them with indiff'rent eyes; 

L 3 And 
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And quitting gayer ſcenes delight to dwell 

In fad Melpomene's ſequeſter d cell. 

Hail to the Muſes ! may their tuneful art 

Still charm the ſenſes, and correct the heart: 

Whatever form, whatever dreſs they wear, 

Still are their ſounds melodious to my ear ; 

But chief my praiſes ſhall the nymph obtain 
Whoſe Iyre attunes the elegiac firain ; 
Thoſe ſweetly plaintive ſounds to me beſtow 

33 

Whilſt life ſhall animate this vital frame, 

Thy “ fair Unfortunate, oh Pope ! ſhall claim, 
Each tender ſentiment thy boſom knew, 

And Pity's tear her hallow'd duſt "EY 


® Alluding to Mr, Pope Neben ie death of an unfortunate lady. 


Immortal 


 .- 
Immortal Bard ! of all thy various lays, 
None more than this demands ſuperior praiſe. 
With ſolid ſenſe and unaffected eaſe 


Thou knew'ſ at once to charm, inſtruct, and pleaſe ; 
Long ſhall thy mem'ry, and thy works be dear, 
And ages yet unborn thy name revere. 


Nor Hammond be thy gentle trains forgot, | 
Though fortune ſmil'd not on thy humble lot ; 
The fad remembrance of thy hapleſs flame, 
Shall live immortaliz'd with Delia's name, 


Next let the Muſe her choiceſt tribute pay 


And hail, with gratitude, her darling Gray: 


« Far from the madding crowd” he lov'd to tread, 
With penſive ſtep the manſions of the dead: 
1 4 Net 
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Nor did his ſoft hatthonious lays diſdain, 


To grace the ſpot where ſlept the village ſwain +. 


Mute now, alas ! is that melodious lyre, 
And hufh'd the voice that led the tuneful choir : 
Peace to his aſhes ! and arbund his tomb, 


May never- fading laurels ſweetly bloom. 


Say, ſhall the friend who to his foul was dear, 


Forget, neglected paſs unnotic'd here? 
 Forbid it Heaven ! that Maſon's honour'd name, 


Be e er omitted in the liſt of fame. 
Hark! when his moral lyre is tun'd to woe, 


How juſt, how ſtrong, the notes pathetic fw: 


Methinks, evn now, the facred Rrains 1 hear, 
Which grac'd bright Coventry's untimely bier “. 


_ + Mr. Gray's Elegy in a Country Churchyard. 
Mr. Maſon's Elegy on the death of La Coventry, 
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Thoſe plaintive Jays with fiveet inſtruction fraught, - 
Speak to the ſdul, and wake the ſerious thought. | 


Oh, Mafbn ! long to ev'ry virtue known, 


Far ſpread the glory of thy juſt renown ; 

For thee my heart this wiſh ſincere ſhall frame, 
Enjoy thy paſt, and merit future fame : 

Long may a wond'ring world thy works admire, 


Then wept, regretted, from that world retire. 


Subjet, ELEGY. 


H AR K tis the church bell tolls, —whoſe ſo- 


lemn ſound 


The ſteady purpoſe of my foul invades ; 


In vain I ſtrive to reach yon hallow'd ground, 


Unmoy'd 'midſt Melancholy's hovering ſhades. 
I es All 


s 


( 154 ) 
All powerful Nature, ſtruggling to oppoſe 
What lenient aids Reflection might impart ; 
Brings ſoft Perſuaſion to the plaintive cloſe, 
Ah! what is Reaſon to a feeling heart? 


Grief ſuch as mine, pent up within my breaſt, 
No common courſe of friendly comfort chears : 


Say, can a heart, can eyes like mine have reſt ' 
Deny'd the folace ev'n of melting tears, 


| Now for 3 moment I pollefs my foul, 
Religion * what Reaſon muſt reſign; 
Again my feelings baffle all controul; 
Tis human ſtill contending with divine. 


Say, 


. WO 
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Oh! ſhe was good, and amicably kind, 


( 15s ) 
Say, is not life the bubble of an hour, 


Blown by Time's breath upon th” eternal main? 
Awhile to float in play of feeble power, 
Then burſt, and join Eternity again. 


Gainſt Heaven's decree ſhall Sorrow then prevail ? 


Each grateful offering of the heart prevent: 
Shall not Hope dawn upon the cheerleſs vale? 
It ſhall, my burſting ſorrows muſt have vent. 


Her form was faſhion'd with peculiar grace : 
Each fairer virtue that adorn'd her mind, 
Was ſeen in ſofter ſmiles upon her face. 


( 156 ) 
| She did not ſcek by midnight lamps to ſhine, 


Ye Fair, with borrow'd or with ſtudy'd charms 
Her vows ſhe paid at ſweet retirement's ſhrine, 
And veil'd her in a lover's arms. 


The breath of Truth did from her lips exhale, 
Her ſpeech the mildeſt was the fair among : 
Sad ſight to ſce thoſe quivering lips turn pale, 


| To hear Death's faltering agceats from that tongue. 


Say, were my days too gayly gilded o'er 
With Mi, for tems his final doom to trace 2 
That Heav'n, indulgent to my vows before, 


Has ſaatch'd an angel from my fond embrace, 


For 
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For ſure the. true, the ſumple joys of life, 
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To this as to their common center tend, 
The love unrival'd of a virtuous wife, 
The kindred feelings of a boſom friend. 


Let mad Ambition by the gay be ſung, 
Or Fortune ſmiling through a golden ſhower ; 


From ſuch purſuits my feeble bow unſtrung, 


' On RecolleQion lives my preſent hour. 


And that my laft, like hers whoſe loſs I mourn, 
May be in Virtue's ſacred page approv d; 


May raiſe this fair inſcription on my urn, 
He died lamented, as he liv'd belov'd. 


Taſk 
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I afk no more, back let my ſorrows bring 


Her form divine, as virtuous as 'twas giv'n, 
Serene I'll mount ori Hope's triumphant wing 
To meet my Fair One in the courts of Heav'n. 


The Subject, EL EG V. 
On the ELEGIAC MUSE, 
| By Miſs Davie. 
"I was at Bath-Eaſton where the Fair 
And all the Beaux Eſprits repair, | 
N That ever figh for fame, 
There often from the hill, Parnaſſus, 
Apollo, and his ſprightly laſſes, 
To paſs the morning came. 


all 
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All but that melancholy maid, 
Of penſive look, that loves the ſhade 


Where weeping lovers ſtray, 


Yet once, ſo ſweet her ſiſters drew, 
The feſtive ſcene, the left the yew 
And &en her favourite Gray, 


All ſweetly beam'd her penſive eyes, 
Bright as the blue that paints the ſkies 


A cypreſs bound her flowing hair, 
With. budding myrtle here and there, 
Which gave a ſoft perfume, 


Attentive 


* 
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| Attentive near the v As recljn'd, 
With Modeſty and Sweetneſs join'd, 

: She liſten'd to the lays ; 
For Miller, gracefully polite, 


Had pray'd each different Bard to write 


A ſonnet in her praiſe, 


Then riſing with peculiar grace, 

A gentle ſmile play'd o'er her face, 

Her penſiye accent ſtole : 
Each liſtening ear, each raptur'd ſenſe, 
Whilſt her ſoft eloquence diſpenſe 


A charm that won the ſoul, 
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Where ſoft ey d Melancholy ftrays, 
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Ah me ! no longer wild ſurpriſe 


Within my penſive breaſt ſhall riſe, 


Why every blooming Grace, 
And Love, with every Siſter Muſe, 
Should leave their groves, and rather chuſe 
To haunt this favour'd place. 


But I no more muſt here be ſeen, 
I ſeek the dull Punecreal Grow 
Where weeping Love appears; 


We join to all our tender lays, 
The luxury of tears, 


( 162 ) 


Oh may no blooming Nymph or Swan 


That haunt theſe groves, invoke my ſtrain, 
To paint ſucceſsful love : 
May each be juſt, may each be true, 
And, Miller, long, long bleſs'd by you, 
Oh be this Faixy Grove, 


BENEVOLENCE. A Poem. 
Sacred to the Memory of Mr. AtLen, 
By the Rev. Mr. H—pc—LE. 1 


Derr in the ſhades of you high-ſeated grove, 
That i in its rude and untrim'd dignity | 


Flings awful charms o'er Nature, and from Man 
Claims adoration to the Power who rais'd it, 
3 | Penſive 


( 163 ) 
Penſive I rov'd, and in my fancy faid ; 
„If foft Benevolence be Nature's child, 
« This the late ſcene * of Allen's bleſs'd abode 
« Muſt be her reſidence,” Nature methought 
Seem'd partial to the ſpot; the buxom Spring 


Stopping his annual circuit through the iſle 


In theſe lov'd haunts doth loiter. Lo! the proof 
In other meads the kewthern ſcarce is green 
Yet that loud guardian of her callow young, 
High in the wood, the noiſy rook, fits nefled.— 
In the ſoft page of many a tuneful Bard 
My pleaſing fancy oft had trac'd the ſcene 
Which now, with ſtrictly recognizing ken, 
In muſing mood I travers'd,—Pleafing theme 
Well might the Muſe of humble Allen ſing ; 
To rural ſojourn he had woo'd her oft, 
* Prior Park, near Bath, 
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For Genius, her lov'd paramour, was there ; 
And frank good-humour, pleaſed whilſt he pleas'd, 


Would meet her ever at the good man's board, 


Where plain ſenſe ſpoke their welcome. Such the hoſt ! 


Benevolence prepar'd the rich repaſt, 

And they were bleſs'd who ſhar'd it. — Mark the change 
Viſit the dreary dome] Some weeping Grace 

May tell thee what was order. Some ſad Muſe, 
Still lingering o'er the deſolated ſcene, 

May . the fate of loſt Benevolence. 

Ves Allen and Benevolence were one: 

Von ſmiling infant liſps the good man's name: 

He liv'd, he died reſpected.— Happy fate 

Vet ſtop not here. Behold ! — ſtraw-roof d cot. 
The thankful mother, buſied mid a group 


Of neat-clad children, ſtill recounts the tale: 


r 


( 165 ) 
It was in luckleſs hour: dire fate of war 


Accurs'd neceſlity | Far from his home, 


To foreign climes, her wretched ſpouſe was torn, 
What then remain'd for her ?—The widow's curls. 


Who in the piercing anguiſh of her ſoul, 


Dares antedate Heav'n's doom, caſt off the load 

Of hated life, and deſperate eſtate ! 

Ruſhing forbidden on a world unknown, 

Leaves her loſt children ache. Sock her fate — 

When (copying Him who erſt to bleſs mankind : 

Matchleſs example of Benevolence ! 

F bom Heav'n of Heav'ns deign'd ſtoop) with ſa ing 
hand 

Allen ſtept forth, _ Grief ing his well-known voice. 

Benevolence, it ſeems, hath charmed ſpeech. 

Grief loves to liſten to her.—'T was ever ſo | 


M 3 | A ſhepherd 


qv 


( 266 ) 


A ſhepherd ſwain could ſoothe a troubled king: 


Benevolence with ſoft hand ſwept the lyre. 


F'en guilt was calm'd, and Jeſſe's fon rewarded ; 
The ſtory yields a leſſon for mankind. 
Let all attend. All ranks may profit by it— 


Yes—he who ſaves one mortal from deſpair 
Hangs high a trophy in the court of Heaven, 
There valu'd more than all the war-won ſpoils 


That giant ſtrength e'er fought for, Learn we then— 
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To weave the wreath immortal. Think, my friend, 
| While roſy youth fits crimſon on thy cheek, 

Think mid the giddy crowd. From Miller take 
The hint inſtructive, and, like her, be wiſe. 

She gives the moral theme. The fault is thine, 
Should wayward Fancy, or falſe Wit, invite 


To aught but ſerious muſing.— Aſk thyſelf _ 
Knock 


: 


( 6 ) 
Knock at the door of Reaſon 1 Thine own heart 


Knows beſt if ſoft Benevolence be there. 


Doſt thou want farther proof? Refle, my friend, 


When jeſt licentious pain'd the glowing cheek 


Of female innocence, ſay, Didſt thou feel 
With thoſe it meant to torture? When the fair 


Forgave the foul offence, didft thou, like her, 


Confeſs the power of ſoft Benevolence ? 


If thou ne'er felt the charm confeſs it now— 


Miller completes what Allen but began : 


Thus Solomon of old diſplay'd his ſtate; 

But had the wiſe king view'd great Sheba's court, 

His pride convinc'd, he had there confeſs'd 

His fine-drawn ſchemes were to perfection brought, 

His ſplendor all by female ſenſe outſhone, 

His every plan full-finiſh'd.—Yes, my friend, 
M 4 Fair 


— 
Fair Genius but in Beauty's ſunſhine lives ; 
Cheer'd by the ray of ſoft Benevolence 

The fickly plant ſhall thrive : I fee it all !— 
The tow'ring laurel, in its full-grown pride, 
With grateful foliage oft ſhall deck her brow, 


Whoſe ſmile benignant, like a parent's care, 
Beam'd forth protection on the tender flip, 
Which other planters, with ill- judging eye, 
Caſt out, regardleſs of its vaſt account, 


*Mong vulgar ſhrubs—a thing not worth the rearin g. 


To 


r _— 7 — * F ** 


r. N- _— 7 — * 5* 36 


— — — 9 


(169) 
To AUTUMN. 


By — MAXSELL, Eſq; Trinity College, Cambridge. 


O Thou who rul'ſt the rip'ning year, 
Blithe god, vouchſafe awhile, 
To lend the Muſe a liſt'ning ear, 


O deign to lend a ſmile! 


 Where'er thy genial f ports invite, 
(Indulge the fond requeſt) 
O bid me join the feſtal rite, 
And hail me for thy gueſt! 


Whether, as through the vale I tread, 
Thy harveſts thick are ſeen ; 
When richer robes adorn the mead, 


The golden for the green: 


( wo ) 
When mirth that finiſh'd labour yields 
Awakes the neighd'ring grove ; 
When all throughout the lngking fields 
Is Þrmocence and Love. 


Whether at eve the joyous train 
The ſprightlieſt notes advance, 
And ev'ry nymph and ev'ry ſwain 

Leads on the rural dance: 


While as, the ſocial hall around, 
(From out thy neftar'd ſtore) 

The board with ruddy fruitage crown'd, 

Improves the feſtal hour 


Such 


(wm) 
Such joys as theſe, if thou can'ſt give 
To my admiring have z 
Mid ſuch, bleſt pow'r, I aſk to live, 


Where Virtue bears a part. 


And Oh ! while oft the grateful ſmil-. 
For joys like theſe I wear; 
Still may I keep in ſtore, the while, 


For other's woes a tear / 


So ſhall I view (blithe Autumn gone) 
Serene, with equal eaſe, 


The Winter of the year come on, 


And Winter of my days, 


"MORAL 


( 2 ) 


MORAL ODE, 


3 ———c ws 4 Wer 1 


On a retired HzxMTT AOR in the Gardens of 
Bath-Eg n VILLA. 


G. H—r, Eſq; 


i „ from the joys of Senſe, 

From Folly, and Impertinence, 

From Envy, Malice, and Deceit, 

Companions of the guilty Great, 

Lets fteal, my lovely Philomel, 

Unſeen to YONDER RUSTIC CELL 3 

There taſte (if bliſs on earth there be 

In Nature's garb Simplicity) 

Theſe placid joys, to kings unknown, 

Which conſcious Virtue deems her own ; | 
2 Unfelt 


While Reaſon's dictates yield to ſenſe, 


( 273 ) 
Unfelt by all who build their peace 
On airy ſchemes of Happineſs ; 
To Grandeur, Wealth, and Power a prey, 


The idle pageants of the day ; 
And through th' expanſe of Folly roam 


In ſearch of pleaſures found at home. 


In this fweet retreat we'll prove 
United Innocence and Love 
Thoſe labyrinths and quickſands fhun 


Where tottering Virtue's oft undone ; 


Though Pride a weak reſiſtance boaſt 
Still in the ftruggle often loft ; 


And Paſſion ſhews our impotence, 


(14) 
Unnotic'd we'll creation ſcan, 

Contemplate Nature, ftudy Man; 

Survey thoſe wond'rous orbs that row! 

From Artic to Antartic Pole ; 

Thoſe glitt ring charms which vary d grace 

The feather'd and the finny race; 

On that unbounded Pow'r deſcant 

Which form'd the mite and elephant; 

The vegetating ſyſtem too, 

With humble adoration view ; 

The oak's proud tow'ring branches bow 

Contraſted with the ſhrub below; 

Each fruit and variegated flower 

Expanding at the noontide hour; 

With every meaner herb and tree 

Rip'ning to full maturity. 


Calm 


Calm 'midſt refleQtions ſuch as theſe, 
(Refletions which muſt ever pleaſe) 


No more my cot I with to change, 

Or through the maze of Folly range; 
Nor court again the public ſcene 
While peace predominates within : 
But now, poſſeſs d of you, my Fair, 
(Sweet antidote to ev*ry care) 


Here let me fix, here ever dwell, 


In Friendſhip bleſs'd and Philomel. 
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